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ARGUMENT. 

The  fourth  Battle  continued,  in  which  Neptune  affifts 
the  Greeks  :  the  afts  of  Idomcneus. 

NEPTUNE,  concerned  for  the  lofs  of  the  Grecians, 
upon  feeing  the  fortification  forced  by  Heftor  (who 
had  entered  the  gate  near  the  ftation  of  the  Ajaxes) 
aiTumes  the  fhape  of  Calchas,  and  infpires  thofe  he- 
roes to  oppofe  him  :  then,  in  the  form  of  one  of  the 
generals,  encourages  the  other  Greeks,  who  had  re- 
tired to  their  veflels.  Tlie  Ajaxes  form  their  troops 
in  a  clofe  phalanx,  and  put  a  ftop  to  Heftor  and  the 
Trojans.  Several  deeds  of  valour  are  performed  ; 
Meriones,  lofmg  his  fpear  in  the  encounter,  repairs  to 
fcek  another  at  the  tent  of  Idomeneus ;  this  occafions 
a  converfation  between  thofe  two  warriours,  v\'ho  re- 
turn together  to  the  battle,  Idomeneus  fignalizes  his 
courage  above  the  reft  ;  he  kills  Othryoneus,  Afius, 
and  Alcathous ;  Deiphobus  and  .Eneas  march  againft 
him,  and  at  length  Idomeneus  retires.  Menelaus 
wounds  Helenus,  and  kills  Pifander.  The  Trojans 
are  repulfed  in  the  left  wing  ;  Hcftor  ftill  keeps  his 
ground  againft  the  Ajaxes,  till,  being  galled  by  the 
Locrian  (lingers  and  archers,  Polydamas  advifes  to 
call  a  council  of  war :  Hector  approves  his  advice, 
but  goes  firft  to  rally  the  Trojans ;  upbraids  Paris, 
rejoins  Polydamas,  meets  Ajax  again,  and  renews 
the  attack. 

The   eight   and  twentieth  day  ftill  continues.     The 
fcene  is  bet\\cen  the  Grecian  v.'all  and  the  fea-ftiorc. 


[    3    ] 
THE 

ILIAD. 

BOOK     XIII. 

HEN  now  the  Thunderer  on  the  fea-beat  coaft 
Had  fix'd  great  Heftor  and  his  conquering  hoft  j 
He  left  them  to  the  Fates,  in  bloody  fray. 
To  toil  and  ftruggle  through  the  well-fought  day ; 
Then  turn'd  to  Thracia  from  the  field  of  fight  5 

Thofe  eyes  that  fhed  infufferable  light ; 
To  where  the  Myfians  prove  their  martial  force. 
And  hardy  Thracians  tame  the  favage  horfe  ; 
And  where  the  far-fam'd  Hippemolgian  ilrays, 
Renown'd  for  jullice  and  for  length  of  days  ;  10 

Thrice  happy  race !  that,  innocent  of  blood. 
From  milk,  innoxious,  fcek  their  fimple  food  : 
Jove  fees  delighted  ;  and  avoids  the  fcene 
Of  guilty  Troy,  of  arms,  and  dying  men  : 
No  aid,  he  deems,  to  either  hoft  is  given,  15 

While  his  high  law  fufpends  the  powers  of  Heaven, 

Mean-time  the  *  Monarch  of  the  watery  main 
Obferv'd  the  Thunderer,  nor  obferv'd  in  vain. 
In  Samothracia,  on  a  mountain's  brov/, 
Whofe  waving  woods  o'erhung  the  deeps  below,      '20 
He  fate ;  and  round  him  caft  his  azure  eyes. 
Where  Ida's  mifty  tops  confus'dly  rife  j 

*  Neptune. 

B  2  Below 
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Eelow,  fair  Ilion's  glittering  fpires  were  feen. 
The  crouded  fhips,  and  fable  feas  between. 
There,  from  the  cryftal  chambers  of  the  main  2 

Emerg'd,  he  fate  ;  and  mourn'd  his  Argives  flain. 
At  Jove  incens'd,  with  grief  and  fury  ftung. 
Prone  down  the  rocky  fteep  he  rufh'd  along ; 
Fierce  as  he  paft,  the  lofty  mountains  nod. 
The  foreft  fliakes!  earth  trembled  as  he  trod,        30 
And  felt  the  footRcps  of  th'  immortal  God. 
From  realm  to  realm  three  ample  ftrides  he  took. 
And,  at  the  fourth,  the  diftant  JEgss  fhook. 

Far  in  the  bay  his  fliining  palace  ftands. 
Eternal  frame  !  not  rais'd  by  mortal  hands:  3^ 

This  having  reach'd,  his  brafs-hoof 'd  fteeds  he  reins. 
Fleet  as  the  winds,  and  deck'd  with  golden  manes. 
Refulgent  arms  his  mighty  limbs  infold. 
Immortal  arms  of  adamant  and  gold. 
He  mounts  the  car,  the  golden  fcourge  applies,       40 
He  fits  fuperior,  and  the  chariot  flies : 
His  whirling  wheels  the  glaffy  furface  fweep; 
1  h'  enormous  monfters,  rolling  o'er  the  deep. 
Gambol  around  him  on  the  watery  way  ; 
And  heavy  whales  in  aukwara  meafures  play  :         4^ 
The  fea  fubfiding  fpreads  a  level  plain. 
Exults,  and  owns  the  monarch  of  the  main; 
The  parting  waves  before  his  courfers  fly  : 
The  wondering  waters  leave  his  axle  dry. 

Deep  in  the  liquid  regions  lies  a  cave ;  j'o 

Between  where  Tenedos  the  furges  lave, 
And  rocky  Imbrus  breaks  the  rolling  wave : 

There 


ILIAD,    Book   XIII.  ^ 

There  the  great  Ruler  of  the  azure  round 

Stopp'd  his  fwift  chariot,  and  his  fteeds  unbound. 

Fed  with  ambrofial  Iierbage  from  his  hand,  5J 

And  Hnk'd  their  fetlocks  with  a  golden  band. 

Infrangible,  immortal :  there  they  ftay. 

The  Father  of  the  floods  purfues  his  way  ;. 

Where,  like  a  tempell  darkening  heaven  around. 

Or  fiery  deluge  that  devours  the  ground,  6o 

Th'  impatient  Trojans,  in  a  gloomy  throng. 

Embattled  roU'd  as  Hedor  rufh'd  along  : 

To  tl"ke  loud  tumult  and  the  barbarous  cry. 

The  heavens  re-echo,  and  the  ftiores  reply ; 

They  vow  deftruftion  to  the  Grecian  name,  6c 

And  in  their  hopes,  the  fleets  already  flame. 

But  Neptune,  rifing  from  the  fcas  profound. 
The  God  whofe  earthquakes  rock  the  folid  ground. 
Now  wears  a  mortal  form  ;  like  Calchas  feen. 
Such  his  loud  voice,  and  fuch  his  manly  raein  ;       70 
His  fhouts  inceflant  every  Greek  infpire. 
But  moft  th'  Ajaces,  adding  fire  to  fire. 

'Tis  yours,  O  warriours,  all  our  hop?s  to  raife ;. 
Oh,  recoUeft  your  ancient  worth  and  praife: 
'Tis  yours  to  fave  us,  if  you  ceafe  to  fear;  rr 

Flight,  more  than  fnamefui,  is  deflruftive  here. 
On  other  works  though  Troy  with  fury  fall. 
And  pour  her  armies  o'er  our  batter'd  wall ; 
I'here,  Greece  has  flrength :  but  this,  this  part  o'er- 

thrown. 
Her  flrength  were  vain ;  I  dread  for  you  alone.        80' 
Here  Heftor  rages  like  the  force  of  fire. 
Vaunts  of  his  Gods,,  and  calls  high  Jove  his  fire. 

B  3  If 
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If  yet  fome  heavenly  Power  your  breaft  excite. 
Breathe  in  your  hearts,  and  firing  your  arms  to  fight, 
Greece  yet  may  live,  her  threaten'd  fleet  remain  ;     85 
And  Heftor's  force,  and  Jove's  own  aid,  be  vain  : 

Then  with  his  fceptre,  that  the  deep  controuls. 
He  touch'd  the  chiefs,  and  fteel'd  their  manly  fouls : 
Strength,  not  their  own,  the  touch  divine  imparts. 
Prompts  their  light  limbs,  and  fwells  their  daring  hearts. 
Then,  as  a  falcon  from  the  rocky  height. 
Her  quarry  feen,  impetuous  at  the  fight 
Forth-fpringing  inftant,  darts  hcrfelf  from  high. 
Shoots  on  the  wing,  and  Ikims  along  the  iky  : 
Such,  and  fo  fwift,  the  power  of  Ocean  flew  ;  9^ 

The  wide  horizon  fliut  him  from  their  view. 

Th'  infpiring  God,  Oileus'  aftive  fon 
Perceiv'd  the  firfl,  and  thus  to  Telamon  : 

Some  God,  my  friend,  fome  God  in  human  form 
Favouring  defcends,  and  wills  to  Hand  the  ftorm.   100 
Not  Calchas  this,  the  venerable  feer  ; 
Short  as  he  turn'd,  I  faw  the  Power  appear  : 
I  mark'd  his  parting,  and  the  fteps  he  trod ; 
His  own  bright  evidence  reveals  a  God  ; 
Ev'n  now  fome  energy  divine  I  fhare,  105 

And  fecm  to  walk  on  wings,  and  tread  in  air ! 

With  equal  ardour  (Telamon  returns) 
My  foul  is  kindled,  and  my  bofom  burns  : 
New  rifing  fpirits  all  my  force  alarm. 
Lift  each  impatient  limb,  and  brace  my  arm.         no 
This  ready  arm,  unthinking,  fl;iakes  the  dart  ; 
The  blood  pours  back,  and  fortifies  my  heart; 

Singly, 
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Slngl)',  methinks,  yon  towering  chief  I  meet> 
And  llretch  the  dreadful  Hed;or  at  my  feet. 
Full  of  the  God  that  urg'd  their  burning  bread:,     1 1  ^ 
The  heroes  thus  their  mutual  warmth  exprefs'd. 
Neptune  mean-while  the  routed  Greeks  infpir'd. 
Who,  breathlefs,  pale,  with  length  of  labours  tir'd, 
Pant  in  the  fliips ;  while  Troy  to  conqueft  calls, 
And  fwarms  vidorious  o'er  their  yielding  walls :   1 20 
Trembling  before  th'  impending  ftorm  they  lie. 
While  tears  of  rage  ftand  burning  in  their  eye. 
Greece  funk  they  thought,  and  this  their  fatal  hour  ; 
But  breathe  new  courage  as  they  feel  the  power. 
Teucer  and  Leitus  firfl  his  words  excite  ;  125 

Then  ftern  Peneleus  rifes  to  the  fight ; 
Thoas,  Deipyrus,  in  arms  renown'd. 
And  Merion  next,  th'  impulfive  fury  found  ; 
Laft  Neftor's  fon  the  fame  bold  ardour  takes, 
\Vhile  thus  the  God  the  martial  fire  awakes :  130 

Oh  lafting  infamy,  oh  dire  difgrace 
To  chiefs  of  vigorous  youth  and  manly  race ! 
I  trufted  in  the  Gods,  and  you,  to  fee 
Brave  Greece  victorious,  and  her  navy  free  : 
Ah  no — rhe  glorious  combat  you  difclaim,  i  jj- 

And  one  black  day  clouds  all  her  former  fame. 
Hca\ ens  !  what  a  prodigy  thefe  eyes  furvc}', 
Unfccn,  unthought,  till  this  amazing  day  ! 
Fly  we  at  length  from  Troy's  oft-conquer'd  bands  ? 
And  falls  our  fleet  by  fuch  inglorious  hands?        14.0 
A  rout  undifciplin'd,  a  draggling  train. 
Not  born  to  glories  of  the  dully  plain ; 

B  4  Like 
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Like  frighted  fawns,  from  hill  to  hill  purfued, 

A  prey  to  every  favage  of  the  wood  : 

Shall  thefe,  fo  late  who  trembled  at  your  name,     145' 

Invade  your  camps,  involve  your  fhips  in  flame  ? 

A  change  fo  fliameful,  fay,  what  caufe  has  wrought  ? . 

The  foldier's  bafenefs,  or  the  general's  fault  ? 

Fools !  will  ye  periHi  for  your  leader's  vice ; 

The  purchafe  infamy,  and  life  the  price  ?  1 50 

'Tis  not  your  caufe,  AAilles'  injur'd  fame  : 

Another's  is  the  crime>  bat  yours  the  fhame. 

Grant  that  our  chief  offend  through  rage  or  luft. 

Muft  you  be  cowards  if  your  king's  unjuft  ? 

Prevent  this  evil,  and  3'^our  country  fave  :  155 

Small  thought  retrieves  the  fpirits  of  the  brave. 

Think,  and  fubdue !  on  daftards  dead  to  fame 

I  wafte  no  anger,  for  they  feel  no  Ihame  : 

Eut  you,  the  pride,  the  flower  of  all  our  hoft. 

My  heart  weeps  blood  to  fee  your  glory  loft !         1 6c 

Nor  deem  this  day,  this  battle,  all  you  lofe ; 

A  day  more  black,  a  fate  more  vile,  enfues. 

Let  each  refled,  v/ho  prizes  fame  or  breath. 

On  endlefs  infamy,  on  inftant  death. 

For  lo  !  the  fated  time,  th'  appointed  Ibore  ;  16; 

Hark  !  the  gates  burft,  the  brazen  barriers  roar  ! 

Impetuous  Heftor  thunders  at  the  wall ; 

The  hour,  the  fpot,  to  conquer,  or  to  foil. 

Thcfe  words  the  Grecians'  fainting  hearts  infpire. 
And  liflening  armies  catch  the  god-like  fire.         J70 
Fix'd  at  his  poft  was  each  bold  Ajax  found. 
With  well-rang'd  fquadrons  ftrongly  circled  round  : 
So  clcfe  their  order,  fo  difpos'd  their  fight. 
As  Pallas'  felf  might  view  with  fix'd  delight  ; 

Or 
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Or  had  the  God  of  War  inclin'd  his  eye?,  ly^ 

The  God  of  War  had  own'd  a  juft  furprize. 
A  chofen  phalanx,  firm,  refolv'd  as  Fate, 
Defcending  Heflor  and  his  battle  wait. 
An  iron  fccne  gleams  dreadful  o'er  the  fields. 
Armour  in  armour  lock'd,  and  fhields  in  fhields,  i8o 
Spears  lean  on  fpears,  on  targets  targets  throng. 
Helms  ftuck  to  helms,  and  man  drove  man  along. 
The  floating  plumes  unnumber'd  wave  above. 
As  when  an  earthquake  ftirs  the  nodding  grove ; 
And,  level'd  at  the  (kies  with  pointing  rays,         igr 
Their  brandifh'd  lances  at  each  motion  blaze. 

Thus  breathing  death,  in  terrible  array. 
The  clofe-compadled  legions  urg'd  their  way  : 
Fierce  they  drove  on,  impatient  to  deftroy  ; 
Troy  charg'd  the  firit,  and  Hedor  firft  of  Troy,   igo 
As  from  fome  mountain's  craggy  forehead  torn, 
A  rock's  round  fragment  flies,   with  fury  borne 
(Which  from  the  ftubborn  fl;one  a  torrent  rends) 
Precipitate  the  ponderous  mafs  defcends  : 
From  fteep  to  tieep  the  rolling  ruin  bounds  ;  ig^ 

At  every  fhock  the  crackling  wood  refounds  ; 
Still  gathering  force,  it  fmokes ;  and,  urg'd  amain. 
Whirls,  leaps,  and   thunders  down,  im.petuous  to  tlie 

plain  : 
There  fl:ops — So  He6tor.    Their  whole  force  he  prov'd, 
Refiftlefs  when  he  rag'd,  and  when  he  ftopt,  unraov'd. 

On  him  the  war  is  bent,  the  darts  are  flied. 
And  all  their  falchions  wave  around  his  head  : 
Rcpuls'd  he  rtands,  nor  from  his  ftand  retires  j 
But  with  rcp::ated  fliouts  his  army  fires. 

Trojans! 
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Trojans  !  be  firm  ;  this  arm  fhall  make  your  way  205 

Through  yon  fquare  body,  and  that  black  array. 

Stand,  and  my  fpear  fhall  rout  their  fcattering  power. 

Strong  as  they  feem,  embattled  like  a  tower. 

For  he  that  Juno's  heavenly  bofom  warms. 

The  firft  of  Gods,  this  day  infpires  our  arms,     210 

He  faid,  and  rouz'd  the  foul  in  every  brealt  ; 
Urg'd  with  defire  of  fame,  beyond  the  reft. 
Forth  marCh'd  DeVphobus ;  but,  marching,  held 
Before  his  wary  fteps  his  ample  fliield. 
Bold  Merion  aim'd  a  firoke  (nor  aim'd  it  wide)    215 
The  glittering  javelin  pierc'd  the  tough  bull-hide; 
But  pierc'd  not  through  :  unfaithful  to  his  hand. 
The  point  broke  fhort,  and  fparkled  in  the  fand. 
The  Trojan  warriour,  touch'd  with  timely  fear. 
On  the  rais'd  orb  to  diftance  bore  the  fpear  :         220 
The  Greek  retreating  mourn'd  his  fruftrate  blow. 
And  curs'd  the  treacherous  lance  that  fpar'd  a  foe  : 
Then  to  the  fhips  with  furly  fpeed  he  went. 
To  feek  a  furer  javelin  in  his  tent. 

Meanwhile  with  rifing  rage  the  battle  glows,     22^ 
The  tumult  thickens,  and  the  clamour  grows. 
By  Teucer's  arm  the  warlike  Imbrius  bleeds. 
The  fon  of  Mentor,  rich  in  generous  fteeds. 
Ere  yet  to  Troy  the  fons  of  Greece  were  led. 
In  fair  Pedseus'  verdant  paftu res  bred,  230 

The  youth  had  dwelt ;  remote  from  war's  alarms. 
And  blefs'd  in  bright  Medeficafte's  arms  : 
(This  nymph,  the  fruit  of  Priam's  ravifli'd  joy, 
Ally'd  the  warriour  to  the  houfe  of  Troy.) 

To 
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To  Troy,  when  glory  call'd  his  arms,  he  came,    235 

And  match 'd  the  braveft  of  her  chiefs  in  fame  : 

With  Priam's  fons,  a  guardian  of  the  throne. 

He  liv'd,  belov'd  and  honour'd  as  his  own. 

Him  Teucer  pierc'd  between  the  throat  and  ear: 

He  groans  beneath  the  Telamonian  fpear.  240 

As  from  fome  far-feen  mountain's  airy  crown. 

Subdued  by  fteel,  a  tall  afh  tumbles  down. 

And  foils  its  verdant  treffes  on  the  ground  : 

So  falls  the  youth  •  his  arms  the  fall  refound. 

Then  Teucer  rulhing  to  defpoil  the  dead,  24.5 

From  Heftor's  hand  a  fhining  javelin  fled  : 

He  faw,  and  fnunn'd  the  death  ;  the  forceful  dart 

Sung  on,  and  pierc'd  Amphimachus's  heart, 

Cteatus'  fon,  of  Neptune's  forceful  line  ; 

Vain  was  his  courage,  and  his  race  divine !  2  co 

Proftrate  he  falls  ;  his  clanging  arms  refound. 

And  his  broad  buckler  thunders  on  the  ground. 

To  feize  his  beamy  helm  the  vidor -flies. 

And  juft  had  faften'd  on  the  dazzling  prize. 

When  Ajax'  manly  arm  a  javelin  flung;  2r_c 

Full  on  the  fhield's  round  bofs  the  weapon  rung  ; 

He  felt  the  (hock,  nor  more  was  doom'd  to  feel. 

Secure  in  mail,  and  (lieath'd  in  fhining  fteel. 

Repuls'd,  he  yields ;  the  viftor  Greeks  obtain 

The  fpoils  contefted,  and  bear  off  the  flain.  260 

Between  the  leaders  of  th'  Athenian  line 

(Stichius  the  brave,  Meneftheus  the  divine) 

Deplor'd  Amphimachus,  fad  objeft  !  lies ; 

Irabrius  remains  the  fierce  Ajaces'  prize. 

As 


li  P  O  P  E'  S     H  O  M  E  R. 

As  tw^o  grim  lions  bear  acrofs  the  lawn,  26^ 

Snatch'd  from  devouring  hounds,  a  fiaughter'd  fawn. 
In  their  fell  jaws  high-lifting  through  the  wood. 
And  fprinkling  all  the  fhrubs  with  drops  of  blood  ; 
So  thefe  the  chief:  great  Ajax  from  tlie  dead 
Strips  his  bright  arms,  Oileus  Icps  his  head  :         270 
Tofs'd  like  a  ball,  and  whirl'd  in  air  away. 
At  Hedlor's  feet  the  gory  vifage  lav. 

The  God  of  Ocean,  fir'd  with  ftern  difdain. 
And  pierc'd  with  forrow  for  his  *  grandfon  llain, 
Infpires  the  Grecian  hearts,  coniirms  their  hands,  2']^ 
And  breathes  dellruftion  on  the  Trojan  bands. 
Swift  as  a  whirlwind  rufhing  to  the  fleet. 
He  finds  the  lance-fam'd  Idomen  of  Crete; 
His  penfive  brow  the  generous  care  exprcft 
With  which  a  wounded  foldier  touch'd  hisbreaft,  2S0 
Whom  in  the  chance  of  war  a  javelin  tore. 
And  his  fad  comrades  from  the  battle  bore  ; 
Him  to  the  furgeons  of  the  camp  he  fent ; 
That  office  paid,  he  iffucd  from  his  tent. 
Fierce  for  the  fight;  to  whom  the  God  begun,     285 
In  Thoas'  voice,  Andrsmon's  valiant  fon. 
Who  rul'd  where  Calydon's  white  rocks  arife. 
And  Pleuron's  chalky  cliffs  emblaze  the  fkies : 

Where's  now  th'  imperious  vaunt,  the  daring  boafl:. 
Of  Greece  victorious,  an.i  proud  llion  lofl  ?  290 

To  whom  the  king  :  On  Greece  no  blame  be  thrown. 
Arms  are  her  trade,  and  war  is  all  her  own. 
Her  hardy  heroes  from  the  well-fought  plains 
Nor  fear  withholds,  nor  fhameful  iloth  detains. 

*  Amphimachus. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  Heaven,  alas!  and  Jove's  all-powerful  doom,  205 
That  far,  far  diftant  from  our  native  home 
Wills  us  to  fall,  inglorious!  Oh  my  friend! 
Once  foremolt  in  the  fight,  fllll  prone  to  lend 
Or  arms  or  counfels,  now  perform  thy  beft. 
And  what  thou  canft  not  fmgly,  urge  the  reft;      300 

Thus  he ;  and  thus  the  God,  whofe  force  can  make 
The  folid  globe's  eternal  bafis  (hake  : 
Ah  !  never  may  he  fee  his  native  land. 
But  feed  the  vultures  on  this  hateful  ftrand. 
Who  feeks  ignobly  in  his  fliips  to  ftay,  305 

Nor  dares  to  combat  on  this  fignal  day  ! 
For  this,  behold  1  in  horrid  arms  I  iTiine, 
And  urge  thy  foul  to  rival  afts  with  mine : 
Together  let  us  battle  on  the  plain  ; 
Two,  not  the  worft  ;  nor  ev'n  this  fuccour  vain:   310 
Not  vain  the  weakeft,  if  their  force  unite  ; 
But  ours,  the  braveft  have  confefs'd  in  fight. 

This  faid,  he  rulhes  where  the  combat  burns ; 
Swift  to  his  tent  the  Cretan  king  returns; 
From  thence,  two  ja\eiins  glittering  in  his  hand,  31^ 
And  clad  in  arms  that  lighten'd  all  the  ftrand. 
Fierce  on  the  foe  th'  impetuous  hero  drove ; 
Like  lightning  burfting  from  the  arm  of  Jove, 
Which  to  pale  man  the  wrath  of  Heaven  declares. 
Of  terrifies  th'  offending  world  with  wars  ;  320 

In  ftreamy  fparkles,  kindling  all  the  Ikies, 
From  pole  to  pole  the  trail  of  glory  flies. 
Thus  his  bright  armour  o'er  the  dazzled  throng 
Gleam'd  dreadful,  as  the  monarch  flalh'd  along* 

Him. 
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Him  near  his  tent,  Meriones  attends;  325" 

Whom  thus  he  queftions  :  Ever  bed  of  friends ! 

0  fay,  in  every  art  of  battle  flviU'd, 

\^'hat  holds  thy  courage  from  fo  brave  a  field  ? 

On  fome  important  melTage  art  thou  bound. 

Or  bleeds  my  friend  by  fome  unhappy  wound  ?     330 

Inglorious  here,   my  foul  abhors  to  itay. 

And  glows  with  profpecls  of  th'  approaching  day. 

O  prince !   (Meriones  replies)  whofe  care 
Leads  forth  th'  embattled  fons  of  Crete  to  war ; 
This  fpeaks  my  grief;  this  headlefs  lance  I  wield  ;  23^ 
The  reft  lies  rooted  in  a  Trojan  fhield. 

To  whom  the  Cretan  :  Enter,  and  receive 
The  wanted  weapons ;  thofe  my  tent  can  give ; 
Spears  I  have  ftore  (and  Trojan  lances  all) 
That  fhed  a  luftre  round  th'  ilkimin'd  wall.  340 

Though  I,  difdainful  of  the  diftant  war. 
Nor  truft  the  dart,  nor  aim  th'  uncertain  fpear. 
Yet  hand  to  hand  I  fight,  and  fpoil  the  llain  ; 
And  thence  thefe  trophies  and  thefe  arms  I  gain. 
Enter,  and  fee  on  heaps  the  helmets  roll'd,  345 

And  high-hung  fpears,  and  fhields  that  flame  with  gold. 

Nor  vain  (faid  Merlon)  are  our  martial  toils; 
We  too  can  boaft  of  no  ignoble  fpoils. 
But  thofe  my  (hip  contains ;  whence  diftant  far, 

1  fight  confpicuous  in  the  van  of  war.  3j;o 
What  need  I  more  ?  if  any  Greek  there  be 

Who  knows  not  Merion,  I  appeal  to  thee. 
To  this,  Idomeneus :  The  fields  of  fight 
Kavc  prov'd  thy  valour,  and  unconquer'd  might; 

And 
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And  were  feme  ambufli  for  the  foes  defign'd,         35^ 
Ev'n  there,  thy  courage  would  not  lag  behind. 
In  that  (harp  fer\dce,  fingled  from  the  reft. 
The  fear  of  each,  or  valour,  ftands  confeft. 
No  force,  no  firmnefs,  the  pale  coward  fhows ; 
He  fhifts  his  place;  his  colour  comes  and  goes;     360 
A  dropping  fweat  creeps  cold  on  every  part, 
Againft  his  bofom  beats  his  quivering  heart ; 
Terrour  and  death  in  his  wild  eye-bails  ftare  ; 
With  chattering  teeth  he  ftands,  and  ftiffening  haii 
And  looks  a  bloodlefs  image  of  defpair  !  36; 

Not  fo  the  brave — ftill  dauntlefs,  ftill  the  fame, 
Unchang'd  his  colour,  and  unmov'd  his  frame ; 
Compos'd  his   thought,  determined  is  his  eye. 
And  fix'd  his  foul,  to  conquer  or  to  die: 
If  aught  difturb  the  tenour  of  his  breaft,  3^0 

'Tis  but  the  wilh  to  ftrike  before  the  reft. 

In  fuch  affays  thy  blamelefs  worth  is  known. 
And  every  art  of  dangerous  war  thy  own. 
By  chance  of  fight  whatever  v\  ounds  you  bore, 
Thofe  wounds  were  glorious  ail,  and  all  before  ;    375 
Such  as  may  teach,  'twas  ftill  thy  brave  delight 
T'  oppofe  thy  bofom  where  the  foremoft  fight. 
But  why,  like  infants,  cold  to  honour's  charms. 
Stand  we  to  talk,  when  glory  calls  to  arms  ? 
Go — from  my  conquer'd  fpears  the  choiceft  take,  380 
And  to  their  owners  fend  them  nobly  back. 

Swift  as  the  word  bold  Merion  fnatch'd  a  fpear. 
And  breathing  llaughter  follow 'd  to  the  war. 
So  Mars  armipotent  invades  the  plain 
(The  wide  deftroyer  of  the  race  of  man],  38^ 

Terrour, 
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Terrour,  his  beft-lov'd  fon,  attends  his  courfe, 

Arm'd  with  ftern  boldnefs,  and  enormous  force; 

The  pride  of  haughty  warriours  to  confound. 

And  lay  the  ftrength  of  tyrants  on  the  ground  : 

From  Thrace  they  fly,  call'd  to  the  dire  alarms    390 

Of  warring  Phlegyians,  and  Ephyrian  arms; 

Invok'd  by  both,  relentlefs,  they  difpofe 

To  thefe  glad  conqueft,  murderous  rout  to  thofe. 

So  march'd  the  leaders  of  the  Cretan  train. 

And  their  bright  arms  Ihot  horrour  o'er  the  plain.  39  j; 

Then  firft  fpake  Merion  :  Shall  we  join  the  right. 
Or  combat  in  the  centre  of  the  fight  ? 
Or  to  the  left  our  wanted  fuccour  lend  ? 
Hazard  and  fame  all  parts  alike  attend. 
Not  in  the  centre  (Idoraen  reply'd) :  400 

Our  ablcft  chieftains  the  main  battle  guide  ; 
Each  eod-like  Ajax  makes  that  poll  his  care. 
And  gallant  Teucer  deals  deftruftion  there : 
Skill'd,  or  with  Ihafts  to  gall  the  diftant  field. 
Or  bear  clofe  battle  on  the  founding  Ihield.  4.0^ 

Thefe  can  the  rage  of  haughty  Hedior  tame  : 
Safe  in  their  arms,  the  navy  fears  no  flame ; 
Till  Jove  himfelf  defcends,  his  bolts  to  (hed. 
And  hurl  the  blazing  ruin  at  our  head. 
Great  muft  he  be,  of  more  than  human  birth,      410 
Nor  feed  like  mortals  on  the  fruits  of  earth. 
Him  neither  rocks  can  crufh,  nor  fteel  can  wound. 
Whom  Ajax  fells  not  on  th'  enfimguin'd  ground  : 
In  {landing  fight  he  mates  Achilles'  force, 
Excell'd  alone  in  fwiftnefs  in  the  courfe,  41  j 

The  I, 
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Then  to  the  left  our  ready  arms  apply, 
And  live  with  glory,  or  with  glory  die. 

He  faid  ;  and  Merion  to  th'  appointed  place. 
Fierce  as  the  God  of  battles,  urg'd  his  pace. 
Soo!i  as  the  fo;  the  Iliining  chiefs  beheld  420 

Rufh  like  a  tiery  torrent  o'er  the  field. 
Their  force  embodied  in  a  tide  they  pour ;; 
The.  rifing  combat  founds  along  the  fhore. 
A»s  warring  v\  inds,  in  Sirius'  fultrv  reign. 
From  different  quarters  fweep  the  fandy  plain ;      42^" 
On  every  fide  the  dufty  whirlwinds  rife. 
And  the  dry  fields  are  lifted  to  the  fkies : 
Thus,  by  defpair,  hope,  rage,  together  driven. 
Met  the  black  hofis,  and,  meeting,  darken'd  heaven. 
All  dreadful  glar'd  the  iron  face  of  war,.  430 

Eriilled  with  upright  fpears,  that  flafh'd  afar  ;■ 
Dire  was  the  gleam,  of  breaft-plates,  helms,  and  (hields. 
And  polifh'd  arms  emblaz'd  the  Haming  fields ; 
Tremendous  fccne  !  that  general  horrour  gave. 
But  touch 'd  with  joy  the  bofoms  of  the  brave.         43  j; 

Saturn's  great  fons  in  fierce  contention  vy'd^ 
And  crouds  of  heroes  in  their  anger  dy'd. 
The  Sire  of  earth  and  heaven,  by  Thetis  won 
To  crown  with  glory  Peleus'  god-like  fon, 
Will'd  not  deftru(^1ion  to  the  Grecian  powers,         440 
But  fpar'd  a  while  the  deftin'd  Trojan  towera : 
While  Neptune,  rifing  from  his  azure  main, 
Warr'd  on  the  King  of  Heaven  v/ith  ftern  difdain. 
And  breath'd  revenge,  and  fir'd  the  Grecian  train. 
Gods  of  one  fource,  of  one  ethereal  race,  44-^ 

Alike  divine,  and  heaven  their  native  place; 
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But  Jove  the  greater  ;  firft-born  af  the  Ikies, 

And  more  than  men,  or  Gods,  fupremelj^-wife. 

For  this,  of  Jove's  fuperior  might  afraid, 

Neptune  in  human  form  conceal'd  his  aid.  450 

Thefe  powers  infold  the  Greek  and  Trojan  train 

In  War  and  Difcord's  adamantine  chain, 

Indiffokibly  ftrong  ;  the  fatal  tye 

Is  ftretch'd  on  both,  and,  clofe-compell'd,  they  die. 

Dreadful  in  arms,  and  grown  in  combats  grey,  ^^c 
The  bold  Idomeneus  controls  the  day. 
Firft  by  his  hand  Othryoneus  was  flain, 
Swell'd  with  falfe  hopes,  with  mad  ambition  vain  ! 
Call'd  by  the  voice  of  war  to  martial  fame. 
From  high  Cabefus'  diftant  walls  he  came  ;  460 

Caffandra's  love  he  fought,  with  boafts  of  power. 
And  promis'd  conqueft  was  the  profFer'd  dower. 
The  king  confented,  by  his  vaunts  abus'd  ; 
The  king  confented,  but  the  Fates  refus'd. 
Proud  of  himfelf,  and  of  th'  imagin'd  bride,        465 
The  field  he  meafur'd  with  a  larger  ftride. 
Him,  as  he  ftalk'd,  the  Cretan  javelin  found  ; 
Vain  was  his  breaft-plate  to  repel  the  wound  : 
i-Jis  dream  of  glory  loft,  he  plung'd  to  hell : 
His  arms  refounded  as  the  boafter  fell.  470 

The  great  Idomeneus  beftridcs  the  dead  ; 
And  thus  (he  cries)  behold  thy  promife  fped  ! 
Such  is  the  help  thy  arms  to  Ilion  bring. 
And  fuch  the  contraft  of  the  Phrygian  king  ! 
Our  offers  now,  illuftrious  prince!  receive  j  4-r 

For  fuch  an  aid  what  v/ill  not  Aro-os  e;ive  ? 

To 
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To  conquer  Troy,  with  ours  thy  forces  join. 
And  count  Atrides'  faireft  daughter  thine. 
Meantime,  on  farther  methods  to  advife. 
Come,  follow  to  the  fleet  thy  new  allies ;  4.80 

There  hear  what  Greece  has  on  her  part  to  fa\ . 
He  fpoke,  and  dragg'd  the  gory  corfe  away. 

This  Afius  view'd,  unable  to  contain. 
Before  his  chariot  warring  on  the  plain  ; 
^His  crouded  courfers,  to  his  fquire  confign'd,      485; 
Impatient  panted  on  his  neck  behind) 
To  vengeance  rifing  with  a  fudden  fpring. 
He  hop'd  the  conqueft  of  the  Cretan  king. 
The  wary  Cretan,  as  his  foe  drew  near. 
Full  on  his  throat  difcharg'd  the  forceful  fpear :  490. 
Beneath  the  chin  the  point  was  feen  to  glide. 
And  glitter'd,  extant  at  the  farther  fide. 
As  when  the  mountain-oak,  or  poplar  tail. 
Or  pine,  fit  mail  for  fome  great  admiral. 
Groans  to  the  oft-heav'd  ax,  with  many  a  wound,  405 
Then  fpreads  a  length  of  ruin  o'er  the  ground  : 
So  funk  proud  Afius  in  that  dreadful  day. 
And  rtretch'd  before  his  much-lov'd  courfers  lay. 
He  grinds  the  duft  dillain'd  with  ftreaming  gore. 
And,  fierce  in  death,  lies  foaming  on  the  Ihore,     503 
Depriv'd  of  motion,  ftifFwith  fiupid  fear. 
Stands  all  aghaft  his  trembling  charioteer. 
Nor  fhans  the  foe,  nor  turns  the  fteeds  away. 
But  falls  transfix 'd,  an  unrefifting  prey  : 
Pierc'd  by  Antilocbus,  he  pants  beneath  ^o^ 

The  (lately  car,  and  labours  oat  his  b^th. 

C  z  Thus 
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Thus  Afius'  fteeds  (their  mighty  matter  gone) 
Remain  the  prize  of  Neftor's  youthful  fon. 

Stabb'd  at  the  fight,  Deiphobus  drew  nigh, 
And  made,  with  force,  the  vengeful  weapon  fly.     51O' 
The  Cretan  faw;  and,  ftooping,  caus'd  to  glance 
From  his  ftope  fhield,  the   difappointed  lance. 
Eeneath  the  fpacious  targe  (a  blazing  round. 
Thick  with  bull-hides  and  brazen  orbits  bound. 
On  his  rais'd  arm  by  two  flrong  braces  ftay'd)       51  j^' 
He  lay  colledled  in  defenfive  fnade  ; 
O'er  his  fafe  head  the  javelin  idly  fung. 
And  on  the  tinkling  A'erge  more  faintly  rung. 
Ev'n  then,  the  fpear  the  vig'orous  arm  confell. 
And  pierc'd,  obliquely,  king  Hypfenor's  breaft  :   520 
Warm'd  in  his  liver,  to  the  ground  it  bore 
The  chief,  his  people's  guardian  now  no  more  ! 

Not  unattended  (the  proud  Trojan  cries) 
Nor  unreveng'd,  lam.ented  Afiuslies: 
For  thee  though  hell's  black  portals  fiand  difplay'd. 
This  mate  fhall  joy  thy  melancholy  Ihade. 

Heart-piercing  anguilh,  at  the  haughty  boaft, 
Touch'd  every  Greek,  but  Neftor's  fon  the  moft. 
Griev'd  as  he  was,  liis  pious  arms  attend. 
And  his  broad  buckler  flilelds  his  flaughter'd  friend  ; 
Till  fad  Meciftheus  and  Alaftor  bore  530 

His  honour'd.  body  to  the  tented  fhore. 

Nor  yet  from  fight  Idomeneus  vvithdrav/s  ; 
Refolv'd  to  perifh  in  his  country's  caufe. 
Or  find  fome  foe,  whom  heaven  and  he  (hall  doom  ^35; 
To  wail  his  fa^  in  death's  eternal  gloom. 

He 
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He  fees  Alcatholis  in  the  front  afpire  : 
■Great  iEfyetes  was  the  hero's  fire  : 
His  fpoufe  Hippodame,  divinely  fair, 
Anchifes'  eldeft  hope,  and  darling  care  ;  540 

Who  charm'd  her  parent's  and  her  hufband's  heart. 
With  beautv,  fenfe.,  and  every  work  of  art : 
He  once,  of  liion's  youth,  the  lovelieli  boy. 
The  faireft  llie,  of  ali  the  fair  of  Troy. 
By  Neptune  now  the   haplefs  hero  dies,  543 

Who  covers  with  a  cloud  thofe  beauteous  eyes. 
And  fetters  every  limb  :  yet,  bent  to  meet 
His  fiite,  he  ftands ;  nor  fhuns  the  lance  of  Crete. 
Fixt  as  fome  column,  or  deep-rooted  oak, 
(While  the  winds  fleep)  his  breaft  receiv'd  the  ftroke. 
Before  the  ponderous  Itroke  his  corfelet  yields,       550 
Long  us'd  to  ward  the  death  in  fighting  iields. 
The  riven  armour  fends  a  jarring  found  : 
His  labouring  heart  heaves  with  fo  ilrong  a  bound. 
The  long  lance  fhakes,  and  vibrates  in  the  wounc 
Faft-flowing  from  its  fource,  as  prone  he  lay. 
Life's  purple  tide  impetuous  gufh'd  av/ay. 
Then  Idomen,  infulting  o'er  the  flain  ; 
Behold,  Deiphobus !  nor  vaunt  in  vain  : 
See  !  on  one  Greek  three  Trojan  ghofls  attend,      ^5o 
This,  my  third  victim,  to  the  fnades  I  fend. 
Approaching  now,  thy  boafted  might  approve. 
And  try  the  prowefs  of  the  feed  of  Jove. 
From  Jove,  enamour 'd  on  a  mortal  dame. 
Great  Minos,  guardian  of  his  country,  came:       rC^r 
Deucalion,  blamelefs  prince  !  was  Minos'  heir  ; 
His  firft-born  I,  the  third  from  Jupiter ; 
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O'er  fpacious  Crete  and  her  bold  fons  I  reign. 
And  thence  my  (hips  tranfport  me  through  the  main  ; 
Lord  of  a  hoft,  o'er  all  my  hoft  I  (hine,  570 

A  fcourge  to  thee,  thy  father,  and  thy  line. 

The  Trojan  heard  ;  uncertain,  or  to  meet 
Alone,  with  venturous  arms,  the  king  of  Crete  ; 
Or  feek  auxiliar  force  ;  at  length  decreed 
To  call  fome  hero  to  partake  the  deed,  57 5- 

Forthwith  vEneas  rifes  to  his  thought : 
For  him,  in  Troy's  remoteft  lines,  he  fought; 
Where  he,  incens'd  at  partial  Priam,  ftands. 
And  fees  fuperiour  pofts  in  meaner  hands. 
To  him,  ambitious  of  fo  great  an  aid,  58c 

The  bold  De'fphobus  approach'd,  and  faid  : 

Now,  Trojan  prince,  employ  thy  pious  arms. 
If  e'er  thy  bofom  felt  fair  honour's  charms. 
Alcathoiis  dies,  thy  brother  and  thy  friend  ! 
Come,  and  the  warriour's  lov'd  remains  defend.     5S5 
Beneath  his  cares  thy  early  youth  was  train 'd. 
One  table  fed  you,  and  one  roof  contain'd. 
This  deed  to  fierce  Iddmeneus  we  owe  ; 
Hafte,  and  revenge  it  on  th'  infulting  foe. 

^neas  heard,  and  for  a  fpace  reilgn'd  590 

To  tender  pity  all  his  manly  mind  ; 
Then,  rifmg  in  his  rage,  he  burns  to  fight : 
The  Greek  awaits  him,  with  collefted  might. 
As  the  fell  boar  on  fome  rough  mountain's  head, 
Arm'd  with  wild  terrours,  and  to  flaughter  bred,  595 
"When  the  loud  rufticks  rife,  and  fhout  from  far. 
Attends  the  tumult,  and  expeds  the  war ; 

O'er 
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O'er  his  bent  back  the  briftly  honours  rife. 

Fires  ftream  in  lightning  from  his  finguine  eyes ; 

His  foaming  tulks  both  dogs  and  men  engage,        6od 

But  moft  his  hunters  rouze  his  mighty  rage  : 

So  flood  Idomeneus,  his  javelin  fhoolt. 

And  met  the  Trojan  with  a  lowering  look. 

Antilochus,  Dei'pyrus,  were  near. 

The  youthful  offspring  of  the  God  of  war,  603; 

Merion,  and  Aphareus,  in  field  renown 'd  : 

To  thefe  the  warriour  fent  his  voice  around  : 

Fellows  in  arms  !  your  timely  aid  unite ; 

Lo,  great  ^neas  rufhes  to  the  fight : 

Sprung  from  a  God,  and  more  than  mortal  bold  ;  •610 

He  frelh  in  youth,  and  I  in  arms  grown  old. 

Elfe  fhould  this  hand,  this  hour,  decide  the  flrife. 

The  great  difpute,  of  glory,  or  of  life. 

He  fpoke  ;  and  all  as  with  one  foul  obey'd  5 
Their  lifted  bucklers  cafl  a  dreadful  fhade  615 

Around  the  chief.     iEneas  too  demands 
Th'  aflifling  forces  of  his  native  lands  : 
Paris,  Deiphobus,  Ajenor  join  ; 
(Co-aids  and  captains  of  the  Trojan  line) 
In  order  follow  all  th'  embodied  train  ;  620 

Like  Ida's  flocks  proceeding  o'er  the  plain ; 
Before  his  Heecy  care,  ereft  and  bold. 
Stalks  the  proud  ram,  the  father  of  the  fold  : 
With  joy  the  fwain  furveys  them,  as  he  leads 
To  the  cool  fountains,  through  the  well-known  meadst_, 
So  joys  iEneas,  as  his  native  band 
Moves  on  in  rank,  and  ftretches  o'er  the  land,    . 

C  4  Round 
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R.ound  dead  Alcatholis  now  the  battle  rofe ; 
On  every  fide  the  fteely  circle  grows ; 
Now  batter'd  breaft-plates  and  hack'd  helmets  ring. 
And  o'er  their  heads  unheeded  javelins  fmg.  631 

Above  the  reft  two  tov^ering  chiefs  appear. 
There  great  Idomeneus,  iEneas  here. 
Like  Gods  of  war,  difpenfing  fate,  they  ftood, 
And  burn'd  to  drench  tl-ie  ground  with  mutual  blood. 
The  IVojan  weapon  whizz'd  along  in  air. 
The  Cretan  faw,  and  fnunn'd  the  brazen  fpear: 
Sent  from  an  arm  fo  ftrong^  the  raiiTive  wood 
Stuck  deep  in  earth,  and  quiver 'd  where  it  flood. 
JBut  Cenomas  receiv'd  the  Cretan's  ftroke,  640 

The  forceful  fpear  his  hollow  corfelct  broke. 
It  jipp'd  his  belly  with  a  ghaftly  wound. 
And  roll'd  the  fmoaking  entrails  to  the  ground. 
Stretch'd  on  the  plain,  he  fobs  away  his  breath. 
And  furious  grafps  the  bloody  duft  in  death.         645 
The  viftor  from  his  breaft  the  weapon  tears ; 
(His  fpoils  he  could  not,  for  the  fhov/er  of  fpears.) 
T'hough  now  unfit  an  aflive  war  to  wage, 
Heavy  with  ;Cumberous  arxns,  ilifFwith  cold  age, 
Jiis  liftlefs  limbs  unable  for  the  courfe ;  6;o 

In  {landing  fight  he  yet  maintains  his  force  : 
Till,  faint  with  labour,  and  by  foes  repell'd, 
His  tir'd  flow  fteps  he  drags  from  off  the  field.. 

Deiphobus  beheld  him  as  he  paft. 
And,  fir'd  vvith  hate,  a  parting  javelin  caft  :  6^^ 

The  javelin  err'd,  but  held  its  courfe  along. 
And  pierc'd  AfcalaphuSj  the  brave  and  young  : 

The 
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The  fon  of  Mars  fell  gafping  on  the  ground. 
And  gna(h'd  the  duft  all  bloody  with  his  wound. 

Nor  knew  the  furious  father  of  his  fall ;  660 

High-thron'd  amidft  the  great  Olympian  hall. 
On  golden  clouds  th'  immortal  fynod  fate  ; 
Detain'd  from  bloody  war  by  Jove  and  Fate. 

Now,  where  in  dull  the  breathlefs  hero  lay. 
For  (lain  Afcalaphus  comraenc'd  the  fray.  665 

Deiphobus  to  feize  his  helmet  flies. 
And  from  his  temples  rends  the  glittering  prize ; 
Valiant  as  Mars,  Meriones  drew  near. 
And  on  his  loaded  arm  difcharg'd  his  fpear  : 
He  drops  the  weight,  difabled  with  the  pain  ;       670 
The  hollow  helmet  rings  againfl:  the  plain. 
Swift  as  a  vulture  leaping  on  his  prey. 
From  his  torn  arm  the  Grecian  rent  away 
The  reeking  javelin,  and  rejoin'd  his  friends. 
His  wounded  brother  good  Polites  tends  ;  6-j^ 

Around  his  waift  hig  pious  arms  he  thr-ew. 
And  from  the  rage  of  combat  gently  drew  : 
Him  his  Avift  courfers,   on  his  fplendid  car. 
Rapt  from  the  lefTening  thunder  of  the  war  ; 
To  Troy  they  drove  him,  groaning  from  the  fhore. 
And  fprinkling,  as  he  pafs'd,  the  fands  with  gore. 

Meanwhile  frefh  fiaughter  bathes  the  fanguine ground. 
Heaps  fall  on  heaps,  and  heaven  and  earth  refound. 
Bold  Aphareus  by  great  ^neas  bled  ; 
As  tow'rd  the  chief  he  turn'd  his  daring  head,       68^ 
He  pierc'd  his  throat  ;  the  bending  head,  depreit 
Beneath  his  helmet,  nods  upon  his  breaft  ; 

His 
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His  Hiield  revcrs'd  o'er  the  fall'n  vvarriour  lies ; 

And  everlafiing  flumber  feals  his  eyes. 

Antilochus,  as  Thoon  turn'd  him  round,  690 

Tranfpierc'd  his  back  with  a  difhoneft  wound  : 

The  hollow  vein  that  to  the  neck  extends 

Along  ti.e  chine,  his  eager  javelin  rends ; 

Supine  he  falls,  and  to  his  fecial  train 

Spreads  his  imploring  arms,  but  fpreads  in  vain.    695 

Th'  exulting  viftor,  leaping  where  he  lay. 

From  his  broad  fhoulders  tore  the  fpoils  away  ; 

His  time  obferv'd  ;  for,  clos'd  by  foes  around. 

On  all  fides  thick,  the  peals  of  arms  refound. 

His  fhield,  embofs'd,  the  ringing  ftorm  fuflains,  700 

But  he  impervious  and  untouch'd  remains. 

(Great  Neptune's  care  preferv'd  from  hoftile  rage 

This  youth,  the  joy  of  Neftor's  glorious  age) 

In  arms  intrepid,  with  the  firft  he  fought, 

Fac'd  every  foe,  and  every  danger  fought ;  ^o^ 

His  winged  lance,  refiftlefs  as  the  wind. 

Obeys  each  motion  of  the  matter's  mind, 

Reftlefs  it  flies,  impatient  to  be  free. 

And  meditates  the  diftant  enemy. 

The  fon  of  Afius,  Adamas,  drew  near,  710 

And  ftruck  his  target  with  the  brazen  fpeair. 

Fierce  in  his  front :  but  Neptune  wards  the  blow. 

And  blunts  the  javelin  of  th'  eluded  foe. 

In  the  broad  buckler  half  the  weapon  flood  ; 

Splinter'd  on  earth  flew  half  the  broken  wood.       715 

Difarm'd,  he  mingled  in  the  Trojan  crew  ; 

But  Merion-'s  fpear  o'ertook  him  as  he  flew. 

Deep 
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Dci'p  in  the  belly's  rim  an  entrance  found,  -* 

Where  fharp  the  pang,  and  mortal  is  the  wound.      S 

Bending,  he  fell,  and  doubled  to  the  ground,     'jzo* 

Lay  panting.     Thus  an  ox,  in  fetters  ty'd. 

While  death's  ftrong  pangs  diftend  his  labouring  fide. 

His  bulk  enormous  on  the  field  difplays  ; 

His  heaving  heart  beats  thick,  as  ebbing  life  decays. 

The  fpear,  the  conqueror  from  his  body  drew,    72^ 

And  death's  dim  fhadows  fwam  before  his  view. 

Next  brave  Dei'pyrus  in  dull  was  laid ; 

King  Helenus  wav'd  high  the  Thracian  blade. 

And  fmote  his  temples,  with  an  arm  fo  ftrong. 

The  helm  fell  off,  and  roll'd  amid  the  throng  ;      -  jo 

There,  for  fome  luckier  Greek  it  reils  a  prize; 

For  dark  in  death  the  god-like  owner  lies ! 

Raging  with  grief,  great  Menelaiis  burns. 

And,  fraught  with  vengeance,  to  the  viftor  turns ; 

That  (hook  the  ponderous  lance,  in  adt  to  throw;  n^C 

And  this  ftood  adverfe  with  the  bended  bow  : 

Full  on  his  breaft  the  Trojan  arrow  fell. 

But  harmlefs  bounded  from  the  plated  fteel. 

As  on  fome  ample  barn's  well-harden'd  floor, 

(The  winds  collefted  at  each  open  door)  "j^.© 

While  the  broad  fan  with  force  is  whirl'd  around. 

Light  leaps    the    golden  grain,    refulting   from    the 

ground  : 
So  from  the  fteel  that  guards  Atrldes'  heart, 
Repell'd  to  diftance  flies  the  bounding  dart. 
Atridcs,  watchful  of  th'  unwary  foe,  'j^^ 

Pieic'd  v.'ith  his  lance  the  hand  that  grafp'd  the  bow. 

And 
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And  nail'd  it  to  the  eiigh  :  the  wounded  hand 
Trail'd  the  long  lance  that  mark'd  with  blood  the  fand. 
But  good  Agenor  gently  from  the  wound 
The  fpear  folicits,  and  the  bandage  bound  ;  750 

A  fling's  foft  wool,  fnatch'd  from  a  foldier's  fide. 
At  once  the  tent  and  ligature  fupply'd. 

Behold  !  Pifander,  urg'd  by  Fate's  decree. 
Springs  through  the  ranks  to  fail,  and  fall  by  thee. 
Great  Menelalis !  to  enhance  thy  fame  ;  755 

High-towering  in  the  front,  the  warriour  came. 
Firfi  the  fharp  lance  was  by  Atridcs  thrown  ; 
The  lance  far  diftant  by  the  winds  was  blown. 
^or  pierc'd  Pifander  through  Atrides'  fnield  ; 
Pifander's  fpear  fell  fhiver'd  on  the  field.  760 

Not  fo  difcourag'd,  to  the  future  blind. 
Vain  dreams  of  conqueft  fwell  his  haughty  mind; 
Dauntlefs  he  rufhes  where  the  Spartan  lord 
Xike  lightning  brandifh'd  his  far-beaming  fword. 

His  left  arm  high  oppos'd  the  fhining  fhield  ;    765 
His  right,  beneath,  the  covcr'd  pole-ax  lieid 
(An  olive's  cloudy  grain  the  handle  made, 
Diflinft  with  ftuds ;  and  brazen  was  the  blade)  ; 
This  on  the  helm  difcharg'd  a  noble  blow  ; 
The  plume  dropt  nodding  to  the  plain  below,        77^ 
Shorn  from  the  creft.     Atrides  wav'd  his  fteel : 
Deep  through,  his  front  the  weighty  falchion  fell ; 
The  cralhing  bones  before  its  force  gave  way ; 
In  dufl  and  blood  the  groaning  hero  lay ; 
Forc'd  from  their  ghaftly  orbs,  and  fpouting  gore,  ~~^ 
The  clotted  e}'e-balls  tumble  on  tlie  fhcrc. 

The 
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The  fierce  Atrides  fpurn'd  him  as  he  bled. 
Tore  off  his  arms,  and,  loud-exultino;,  faid  : 

Thus,  Trojans,  thus,  at  length  be  taught  to  fear  ; 
O  race  perfidious,  who  delight  in  war  !  780 

Already  noble  deeds  ye  have  perform'd, 
A  princefs  rapt  tranfcends  a  navy  ftorm'd  : 
In  fuch  bold  feats  your  impious  might  approve. 
Without  th' afnftance,  or  the  fear,   of  Jove. 
The  violated  rites,  the  ravilh'd  dame,  ^S'j 

Our  heroes  flaughter'd,  and  our  fhips  on  fiame. 
Crimes  heap'd  on  crimes  fhall  bend  your  glory  down,- 
And  whelm  in  ruins  yon  flagitious  town. 
O  thou,   great  Father !   Lord  of  earth  and  (kies. 
Above  the  thought  of  man!  fupremely  wile  I         ^qo' 
If  from  thy  hand  the  fates  of  mortals  ftow^. 
From  whence  this  favour  to  an  impiaus  foe, 
A  godlefs  crew,  abandoned  and  unjuft. 
Still  breathing  rapine,  violence,  and  luft  ? 
The  beft  of  things,  beyond  their  meafure,  cloy  ;    -yg^ 
Sleep's  balmy  blefling,  love's  endearing  joy ; 
The  feall,  the  dance ;  whatever  mankind  delire, 
Ev'n  the  f.veet  charms  of  facred  numbers  tire. 
But  Troy  for  eyer  reaps  a  dire  delight 
In  thinl  of  flaughter,  and  in  luft  of  fight.  Sco 

This  faid,  he  feiz'd  (while  yet  the  carcafs  heav'd) 
The  bloody  armour,  vv'hich  his  train  received  : 
Then  fudden  mix'd  among  the  v/arring  crew. 
And  the  bold  fon  of  Pylxmenes  flew, 
Harpalion  had  through  Afia  travel'd  far,  80  j 

FoUowing  his  martial  father  to  the  war ; 

Throucvfi 
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Through  filial  love  he  left  his  native  (liore. 
Never,  ah  never,  to  behold  it  more ! 
His  unfuccefsful  fpear  he  chanc'd  to  fling 
Againft  the  target  of  the  Spartan  king  ;  8io 

Thus  of  his  lance  difarm'd,  from  death  he  flies. 
And  turns  around  his  apprehenfive  eyes. 
Him,  through  the  hip  tranfpiercing  as  he  fled. 
The  fliaft  of  Merion  mingled  with  the  dead. 
Beneath  the  bone  the  glancing  point  defcends,       815 
And,  driving  down,  the  fwelling  bladder  rends  '• 
Sunk,  in  his  fad  companions  arms  he  lay. 
And  in  fhort  pantings  fobb'd  his  foul  away  ; 
(Like  fome  vile  worm  extended  on  the  ground) 
While  life's  red  torrent  gufh'd  from  out  the  wound. 

Him  on  his  car  the  Paphlagonian  train 
In  flow  procefiion  bore  from  off  the  plain. 
The  penfive  father,  father  now  no  more  ! 
Attends  the  mournful  pomp  along  the  fliore  j 
And  unavailing  tears  profufelv  ihed  ;  Sz  J 

And,  unreveng'd,  deplor'd  his  offspring  dead. 

Paris  from  far  the  moving  fight  beheld. 
With  pity  foften'd,  and  with  fury  fwell'd; 
His  honour'd  hoft,  a  youth  of  matchlefs  grace. 
And  loA''d  of  all  the  Paphlagonian  race  ;     .  830 

With  his  full  fl:rength  he  bent  his  angr)'  bow. 
And  wing'd  the  feather'd  vengeance  at  the  foe, 
A  chief  there  was,  the  brave  Euchenor  nam'd. 
For  riches  much,  and  more-  for  virtue  fam'd. 
Who  held  his  feat  in  Corinth's  flately  town  ;         855; 
PoJydus'  fon,  a  f^^er  of  old  icnovm. 

Oft 
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Oft  had  the  father  told  his  early  doom. 

By  arms  abroad,  or  flow  difeafe  at  home : 

He  climb'd  his  veflel,  prodigal  of  breath. 

And  chofe  the  certain,  glorious  path  to  death.       8^0 

Beneath  his  ear  the  pointed  arrow  went ; 

The  foul  came  iffuing  at  the  narrow  vent ; 

His  limbs,  unnerv'd,  drop  ufelefs  on  the  ground. 

And  everlafting  darknefs  fliades  him  round. 

Nor  knew  great  Heftor  how  his  legions  yield    845 
{Wrapt  in  the  cloud  and  tumult  of  the  field]  ; 
Wide  on  the  left  the  force  of  Greece  commands. 
And  conqueft  hovers  o'er  th'  Achaian  bands  : 
With  fuch  a  tide  fuperior  virtue  fway'd. 
And  he*  that  fliakes  the  folid  earth,  gave  aid.       850 
But  in  the  center  Hedor  fix'd  remaia'd. 
Where  firft  the  gates  were  forc'd  and  bulwarks  gain'd  j 
There,  on  the  margin  of  the  hoary  deep, 
(Their  naval  ftation  where  th'  Ajaces  keep. 
And  where  low  walls  confine  the  beating  tides,      855 
W'hofe  humble  barrier  fcarce  the  foe  divides  ; 
Where  late  in  fight,  both  foot  and  horfe  engag'd. 
And  all  the  thunder  of  the  battle  rag'd) 
There  join'd,  the  whole  Boeotian  ftrength  remains. 
The  proud  lonians  with  their  fweeping  trains,        860 
Locrians  and  Phthians,  and  th'  Epxan  foi^ce  ; 
But,  join'd,  repel  not  Heftor's  fiery  courfe. 
The  flower  of  Athens,   Stichius,  Phidas  led. 
Bias  and  great  Meneftheus  at  their  head. 
Meges  the  ftrong  the  Epeian  bands  control'd,         865 
And  Dracius  prudent,  and  Amphion  bold  ; 
L  *  Neptune, 

The 
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The  Phthians  Medon,  fam'd  for  martial  mighr. 

And  brave  Podarces,  aftive  in  the  fight. 

This  drew  from  Phylacus  his  noble  line ; 

Ipiiiclus'  fon  :  and  that  (Oileus)  thine  :  S70 

(Young  Ajax'  brother,  by  a  ftol'n  embrace  ; 

He  dwelt  far  diftant  from  his  native  place, 

By  his  fierce  ftcpdame  from  hia  fither's  reign 

Expell'd.  and  exiPd  for  her  brother  flain.) 

Thefe  rule  the  Phthians,  aiid  their  arms  employ  875 

Mixt  with  Boeotians,  on  the  fhores  of  Troy. 

Now  fide  by  fide,  with  like  unweary'd  care. 
Each  Ajax  labour'd  through  the  field  of  war  : 
So  when  two  lordly  bulls,  with  equal  toil. 
Force  the  bright  plowihare  through  the  fallow  foil,  880 
Join'd  to  one  yoke,  the  flubborn  earth  they  tear. 
And  trace  large  furrows  with  the  fiiining  fhare ; 
O'er  their  huge  limbs  the  foam  defcends  in  fnow. 
And  ftreams  of  fweat  down  their  four  foreheads  flow. 
A  train  of  heroes  followed  through  the  field,  885- 

Who  bore  by  turns  great  Ajax'  feien-fold  fhield  ; 
Whene'er  he  breath'd,  remiffive  of  his  might, 
Tir'd  with  inceflant  flaughters  of  the  fight. 
No  following  troops  his  brave  affociate  grace : 
In  clofe  engagement  an  unpraflis'd  race,  890^ 

The  Locrian  fquadrons  nor  the  javelin  wield. 
Nor  bear  the  helm,  nor  lift  the  moony  Hiield  ; 
But  fkill'd  from  far  the  fiying  fhaft  to  wing. 
Or  whirl  the  founding  pebble  from  the  fling  ; 
Dextrous  with  thefe  they  aim  a  certain  wound,       89  j 
Or  fell  the  diHant  warriour  to  the  ground. 

Thus 
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Thus  in  the  van,  the  Telamonian  train 

Throng'd  in  bright  arms,  a  preffing  fight  maintain ; 

Far  in  the  rear  the  Locrian  archers  lie, 

Whofe  ftones  and  arrows  intercept  the  flcy,  goo 

The  mingled  tempeft  on  the  foes  they  pour ; 

Troy's  fcattering  orders  open  to  the  fhower. 

Now  had  the  Greeks  eternal  fame  acquir'd. 
And  the  gall'd  Ilians  to  their  walls  retir'd  ; 
But  fage  Polydames,  difcreetly  brave,  905 

Addrefs'd  great  Hedor,  and  this  counfel  gave  : 

Though  great  in  all,  thou  feem'ft  averfe  to  lend 
Impartial  audience  to  a  faithful  friend  ; 
To  Gods  and  men  thy  matchlefs  worth  is  known, 
And  every  art  of  glorious  war  thy  own  ;  510 

But  in  cool  thought  and  counfel  to  excel, 
How  widely  differs  this  from  warring  well  ? 
Content  with  what  the  bounteous  Gods  have  given. 
Seek  not  alone  t'  engrofs  the  gifts  of  Heaven. 
To  fome  the  powers  of  bloody  war  belong,  gi  c 

To  fome,  fweet  mufick,  and  the  charm  of  fong ; 
To  few,  and  wondrous  few,  has  Jove  affign'd 
A  wife,  extenfive,  all-confidering  mind  ; 
Their  guardians  thefe,  the  nations  round  confefs. 
And  towns  and  empires  for  their  fafety  blefs.  920 

If  Heaven  have  lodg'd  this  virtue  in  my  breaft. 
Attend,  O  Hedor,  what  I  judge  the  bell  : 
See,  as  thou  mov'ft,  on  dangers  dangers  fpread. 
And  war's  whole  fury  burns  around  thy  head. 
Behold  !  diftrefs'd  within  yon  hofdle  wall,  92^ 

How  many  Trojans  yield,  difperfe,  or  fall  ? 
Vol.  XUX.  D  What 
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What  troops,  out-number'd,  fcarce  the  war  maintain  ? 

And  v/hat  brave  heroes  at  the  fhips  lie  {lain  ? 

Here  ceafe  thy  fury  ;  and  the  chiefs  and  kings 

Convok'd  to  council,  weigh  the  fum  of  things.    950 

"Whether  (the  Gods  fucceeding  our  defires/ 

To  yon  tall  fhips  to  bear  the  Trojan  fires  ; 

Or  quit  the  fleet,  and  pafs  unhurt  away. 

Contented  with  the  conqueft  of  the  day. 

1  fear,  I  fear,  left  Greece,  not  yet  undone,  93  J 

Pay  the  large  debt  of  laft  revolving  fun  ; 

Achilles,  great  Achilles,  yet  remains 

On  yonder  decks,  and  yet  o'erlooks  the  plains ! 

The  counfel  pleas 'd ;  and  Heftor,  with  a  bound, 
Leap'd  from  his  chariot  on  the  trembling  ground  ; 
Swift  as  he  leap'd  his  clanging  arms  refound. 
To  guard  this  poft  (he  cried)  thy  art  employ. 
And  here  detain  the  fcatter'd  youth  of  Troy ; 
Where  yonder  heroes  faint,  I  bend  my  way. 
And  haften  back  to  end  the  doubtful  day.  945 

This  faid  ;  the  towering  chief  prepares  to  go, 
Shakes  his  white  plumes  that  to  the  breezes  flow. 
And  feems  a  moving  mountain  topt  with  frvow. 
Through  all  his  hoft,  infpiring  force,  he  flies. 
And  bids  anew  the  martial  thunder  rife.  9^0 

To  Panthus'  fon,  at  Heftor's  high  command, 
Hafte  the  bold  leaders  of  the  Trojan  band  : 
Eut  round  the  battlements,  and  round   the  plain. 
For  many  a  chief  he  look'd,  but  look'd  in  vaiii  j 
Deiphobus,  nor  Helenus  the  feer,  95'^ 

Nor  Afius'  fon,  nor  Afius  feif  appear. 

For 
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For  thefe  were  pierc'd  with  many  a  ghaftly  wound. 
Some  cold  in  death,  fome  groaning  on  the  ground ; 
Some  low  in  duft  (a  mournful  objeft)  lay  ; 
High  on  the  wall  fome  breath'd  their  fouls  way.     960 

Far  on  the  left,  amid  the  throng  he  found 
(Cheering  the  troops,  and  dealing  deaths  around) 
The  graceful  Paris  ;  whom,  with  fury  mov'd. 
Opprobrious,  thus,  th'  impatient  chief  reprov'd  : 

ni-fated  Paris !  flave  to  woman-kind,  qSc 

As  fmooth  of  face  as  fraudulent  of  mind  I 
Where  is  Deiphobus,  where  Afius  gone  ? 
The  god-like  father,  and  th'  intrepid  fon  ? 
The  force  of  Helenus,  difpenfing  fate  ; 
And  great  Othryoneus,  fo  fear'd  of  late  ?  9-70^ 

Black   fate  hangs  o'er  thee  from  th'  avenging  Gods,, 
Imperial  Troy  from  her  foundations  nods; 
Whelm'd  in  thy  country's  ruins  fhalt  thou  fall. 
And  one  devouring  vengeance  Avallow  all. 

When  Paris  thus  :  My  brother  and  my  friend,    07 r 
Thy  warm  impatience  makes  thy  tongue  offend. 
In  other  battles  I  deferv'd  thy  blame. 
Though  then  not  deedlefs,  nor  unknown  to  fame  : 
But  fmce  yon  rampart  by  thy  arms  lay  low, 
I  fcatter'd  flaughter  from  my  fatal   bow.  08a 

Xhe  chiefs  you  feek  on  yonder  (hore  lie  flain  j 
Of  all  thofe  heroes,  two  alone  remain ; 
Deiphobus,  and  Helenus  the  fecr  : 
Each  now  difabled  by  a  hoftile  fpear. 
Go  then,  fuccefsful,  where  thy  foul  infpires  r         gSq 
Tkis  heart  and  hand  IhalL  fecond  all  thy  fireii : 

D  2  What 
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What  with  this  arm  I  can,   prepare  to  know. 

Till  death  for  death  be  paid,  and  blow  for  blow. 

But,  'tis  not  ours,  with  forces  not  our  own 

To  combat;  ftrength  is  of  the  Gods  alone.  990 

Thefe  words  the  hero's  angry  mind  afluage  : 
Then  fierce  they  mingle  where  the  thickeft  rage. 
Around  .Polydamas,  diftain'd  with  blood. 
Cebrion,  Phalces,  ftern  Orthaeus  flood. 
Palmus,  with  Polypaetes  the  divine,  99^ 

And  two  bold  brothers  of  Hippotion's  line  : 
(Who  reach'd  fair  Ilion,  from  Afcania  far. 
The  former  day  ;   the  next  engag'd  in  war.) 
As  when  from  gloomy  clouds  a  whirlwind  fprlngs. 
That  bears  Jove's  thunder  on  its  dreadful  wings,   1000 
Wide  o'er  the  blafted  fields  the  tempeft  fweeps ; 
Then,  gather'd,  fettles  on  the  hoary  deeps ; 
Th'  afHicled  deeps  tumultuous  mix  and  roar  ; 
The  waves  behind  impel  the  waves  before, 
"Wide-rolling,  foaming  high,  and  tumbling  to  the 
fhore :  1005 

Thus  rank  on  rank  the  thick  battalions  throng, 
"Chief  uro'd  on  chief,  and  man  drove  man  alon?-. 
Far  o'er  the  plains  in  dreadful  order  bright. 
The  brazen  arms  refieft  a  beamy  light  : 
Full  in  the  blazing  van  great  Heftor  fhin'd,  loio 

Like  Mars  commiffion'd  to  confound  mankind. 
Eefore  him  flaming,  his  enormous  fliield 
Like  the  broad  fun,  illumin'd  all  the  field  : 
His  nodding  helm  eaiits  a  ftreamy  ray  ; 
His  piercing  eyes  through  all  the  battle  Uray,     loij 

And, 
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And,  while  beneath  his  targe  he  flalh'd  along. 
Shot  terrours  round,  that  wither'd  ev'n  the  ftrong. 

Thus  ftalk'd  he,  dreadful ;  death  was  in  his  look  ; 
Whole  nations  fear'd ;  but  not  an  Argive  (hook. 
The  towering  Ajax,  with  an  ample  ftride,  1020 

Advanc'd  the  iirft,  and  thus  the  chief  defy'd  : 

Hector  !  come  on,  thy  empty  threats  forbear  : 
'Tis  not  thy  arm,  'tis  thundering  Jove  we  fear: 
The  Ikill  of  war  to  us  not  idly  given, 
Lo !  Greece  is  humbled,  not  by  Troy,  but  Heaven, 
Vain  are  the  hopes  that  haughty  mind  imparts. 
To  force  our  fleet :  the  Greeks  have  hands,  and  hearts* 
Long  ere  in  flames  our  lofty  navy  fall. 
Your  boaited  city  and  your  god-built  wall 
Shall  fink  beneath  us,  fmoaking  on  the  ground;   1030 
And  fpread  a  long,  unmeafur'd  ruin  round, 
I'he  time  ihall  come,  when,  chac'd  along  the  plain,. 
Ev'n  thou  flialt  call  on  Jove,  and  call  in  vain  ; 
Ev'n  thou  fhalt  wifh,  to  aid  thy  defperate  courfe. 
The  wings  of  falcons  for  thy  flying  horfe  ;  ^OJS 

Shalt  run,  forgetful  of  a  warriour's  fame. 
While  clouds  of  friendly  dull  conceal  thy  fhame. 

As  thus  he  fpoke,  behold,  in  open  view. 
On  founding  wings  a  dexter  eagle  flevv'. 
To  Jove's  glad  omen  all  the  Grecians  rife,  1040 

And  hail,  with  fhouts,  his  progrefs  through  the  fkies  ; 
Far-echoing  clamours  bound  from  fide  to  fide  : 
They  ceas'd  :  and  thus  the  chief  of  Trov  reply'd  :: 

From  whence  this  menace,  this  infulting  ftrain  ? 
Enormous  boaller;  doom'd  to  vaunt  in  vain.        104J 
T>  3  bo 
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So  may  the  Gods  on  Heftor  life  beftow, 

(Not  that  fhort  life  which  mortals  lead  below. 

But  fach  as  thofe  of  Jove's  high  lineage  born. 

The  blue-ey'd  Maid,  or  He  that  gilds  the  morn.) 

As  this  decifive  day  fhall  end  the  fame 

Of  Greece,  and  Argos  be  no  more  a  name.  J 050 

And  thou,  imperious  !  if  thy  madnefs  wait 

The  lance  of  Heftor,  thou  Ihalt  meet  thy  fate  : 

That  giant  corpfe,  extended  on  the  fhore, 

Shail  largely  feed  the  fowls  with  fat  and  gore. 

He  faid,  and  like  a  lion  ftalk'd  along:  1^)55 

With  Ihouts  inceflant  earth  and  ocean  rung, 
Sent  from  his  following  hoft :  the  Grecian  train 
With  anfwering  thunders  fiU'd  the  echoing  plain  ; 
A  Ihout  that  tore  Heaven's  concave,  and  above 
Shook  the  fix'd  fplendours  of  the  throne  of  Jove.     1 060 
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ARGUMENT. 


Juno  deceives  Jupiter  by  the  Girdle  of  Venus. 

NESTOR,  fitting  at  the  table  -with  Machaon,  is 
alarmed  with  the  encreafing  clamour  of  the  war, 
and  haftens  to  Agamemnon  :  on  his  way  he  meets 
that  prince  with  Biomed  and  UlyfTes,  whom  he  in- 
forms of  the  extremity  of  the  danger.  Agamem- 
non propofes  to  make  their  efcape  by  night,  which 
Ulyfies  withftands  ;  to  which  Diomed  adds  his  ad- 
vice, that,  wounded  as  they  were,  they  fhould  go 
forth  and  encourage  the  army  with  their  prefence ; 
which  advice  is  purfned.  Juno,  feeing  the  parti- 
ality of  Jupiter  to  the  Trojans,  forms  a  defign  to 
over- reach  him  ;  (he  fets  off  her  charms  with  the 
utmoft  care,  and  (the  more  furely  to  enchant  him) 
obtains  the  magic  circle  of  Venus.  She  then  applies 
herfelf  to  the  God  of  Sleep,  and,  with  fome  diffi- 
culty, perfuades  him  to  fcal  the  eyes  of  Jupiter; 
this  done,  fhe  goes  to  Mount  Ida,  where  the  God, 
at  firft  fight,  is  ravifhed  with  her  beauty,  finks  in 
her  embraces,  and  is  laid  afleep.  Neptune  takes 
advantage  of  his  (lumber,  and  fuccours  tlie  Greeks  : 
Heftor  is  {truck  to  the  ground  with  a  prodigious 
ftone  by  Ajax,  and  carried  off  from  the  battle.  Se- 
veral aftions  fucceed ;  till  the  Trojans,  much  di- 
ftrefied,  are  obliged  to  give  way  :  the  lelTer  Ajax 
fignalizes  himfelf  in  a  particular  manner. 
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BUT  nor  the  genial  feaft,  nor  flowing  bowl. 
Could  charm  the  cares  of  Neftor's  watchful  foul  j 
His  Itartled  ears  th"  encreafing  cries  attend  : 
Then  thus,  impatient,  tp  his  wounded  friend  : 

What  new  alarm,  divine  Machaon,  fay,  ^ 

What  mixt  events  attend  this  mighty  day  ? 
Hark !  how  the  fhouts  divide,  and  how  they  meet. 
And  now  come  full,  and  thicken  to  the  fleet ! 
Here,  with  the  cordial  draught,  difpel  thy  care. 
Let  Hecamede  the  ftrengthening  bath  prepare,         lo 
Refrefh  thy  wound,  and  cleanfe  the  clotted  gore ; 
While  I  th'  adventures  of  the  day  explore. 

He  faid  :  and  feizing  Thrafymedes"  fhield, 
(His  valiant  offspring)  haften'd  to  the  field ; 
(That  day,  the  fon  his  father's  buckler  bore)  j^ 

Then  fnatch'd  a  lance,  and  ifiued  from  the  door. 
Soon  as  the  profped  open'd  to  his  view. 
His  wounded  eyes  the  fcene  of  forrow  knew  ; 
Dire  difarray  !  the  tumult  of  the  fight. 
The  wall  in  ruins,  and  the  Greeks  in  flight.  20 

As  when  old  Ocean's  filent  furface  fleeps. 
The  waves  jull  heaving  on  the  purple;  deeps ; 

While 
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While  yet  th'  expedled  tempeft  hangs  on  high. 
Weighs  down  the  cloud,  and  blackens  in  the  iky. 
The  mafs  of  waters  will  no  wind  obey  ;  25 

Jove  fends  one  guft,  and  bids  them  roll  away. 
While  wavering  counfels  thus  his  mind  engage, 
Fluftuates  in  doubtful  thought  the  Pylian  fage. 
To  join  the  Iwft,  or  to  the  general  hafle  ; 
Debating  long,  he  fixes  on  the  laft  :  30 

Yet,  as  he  moves,  the  fight  his  bofom  warms ; 
The  field  rings  dreadful  with  the  clang  of  arms  ; 
The  gleaming  faulchions  flaih,  the  jaxelins  fly  ; 
Blows  echo  blows,  and  all  or  kill,  or  die. 

Him,  in  his  march,  the  wounded  princes  meet,  3^ 
By  tardy  fteps  afcending  from  the  fleet : 
The  king  of  men,  Ulyfles  the  divine. 
And  who  to  Tydeus  owes  his  noble  line. 
(Their  fhips  at  diftance  from  the  battle  fl:and. 
In  lines  advanc'd  along  the  fhelving  ftrand  ;  40 

V/hofe  bay,  the  fleet  unable  to  contain 
At  length  ;  befide  the  margin  of  the  main. 
Rank  above  rank,  the  crouded  (hips  they  moor  ; 
Who  landed  firft  lay  higheft  on  the  fhore.) 
Supported  on  their  fpears,  they  took  their  way,       45 
IMfit  to  fight,  but  anxious  for  the  day. 
Neftor's  approach  alarm 'd  each  Grecian  breaft. 
Whom  thus  the  general  of  the  hoft  addrefl: : 

O  grace  and  glory  of  th'  Achaian  name  ! 
What  drives  thee,  Neftor,  from  the  field  of  fame  ?  50 
Shall  then  proud  Hedor  fee  his  boall  fulfill'd. 
Our  fleets  in  afhes,  and  our  heroes  kill'd  ? 

Such 
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Snch  was  his  threat,  ah  now  too  foon  made  good. 
On  many  a  Grecian  bofom  writ  in  blood. 
Is  every  heart  inflam'd  with  equal  rage  ^^ 

Againft  your  king,  nor  will  one  chief  engage  ? 
And  have  I  liv'd  to  fee  with  mournful  e}  es 
In  every  Greek  a  new  Achilles  rife  ? 

Gerenian  Neftor  then  ;  So  Fate  has  v/ill'd  ; 
And  all-confirming  time  has  fate  fulfill'd.  60 

Not  he  that  thunders  from  th'  aerial  bower. 
Not  Jove  himfelf,  upon  the  pad  has  power. 
The  wall,  our  late  inviolable  bound. 
And  befl:  defence,  lies  fmoaking  on  the  ground  : 
Ev'n  to  the  fhips  their  conquering  arms  extend,        65 
And  groans  of  llaughter'd  Greeks  to  heaven  afcend. 
On  fpeedy  meafures  then  employ  your  thought. 
In  fuch  diftrefs.     If  counfel  profit  aught ; 
Arms  cannot  much  :  though  Mars  our  fouls  excite  ; 
Thefe  gaping  wounds  withhold  us  from  the  fight.     ']o 

To  him  the  monarch  ;  That  our  army  bends. 
That  Troy  triumphant  our  high  fleet  afcends. 
And  that  the  rampart,  late  our  fureft  truft. 
And  beft  defence,  lies  fmoaking  in  the  dull : 
All  this  from  Jove's  afflidive  hand  we  bear,  7^ 

Who,  far  from  Argos,  wills  our  ruin  here. 
Paft  are  the  days  when  happier  Greece  was  bleft. 
And  all  his  favour,  all  his  aid  confeft ; 
Now  Heaven,  averfe,  our  hands  from  battle  ties. 
And  lifts  the  Trojan  glory  to  the  fkies.  80 

Ceafe  we  at  length  to  walle  our  blood  in  vain. 
And  launch  what  Ihips  lie  ncareft  to  the  main  j 

Leave 


I 


4.4.  P  O  P  E  '  S     H  O  M  E  R. 

Leave  thefe  at  anchor  till  the  coming  night : 
Then,  if  impetuous  Troy  forbear  the  fight. 
Bring  all  to  fea,  and  hoift  each  fail  for  flight.     85 
Better  from  evils,  well  forefeen,  to  run. 
Than  perifh  in  the  danger  we  may  fliun. 

Thus  he.     The  fage  Ulyfies  thus  replies. 
While  anger  flafh'd  from  his  difdainful  e\es  : 
What  fhameful  words  (unkingly  as  thou  art)  90 

Fall  from  that  trembling  tongue,  and  timorous  hearty 
Oh,  were  thy  fway  the  curfe  of  meaner  powers. 
And  thou  the  fhame  of  any  hoft  but  ours ! 
A  hoft,  by  Jove  endued  with  martial  might. 
And  taught  to  conquer,  or  to  fall  in  fight :  g^ 

Adventurous  combats  and  bold  wars  to  wage, 
Employ'd  our  youth,  and  yet  employs  our  age. 
And  wilt  thou  thus  defert  the  Trojan  plain  ? 
And  have  whole  ftreams  of  blood  been  fpilt  in  vain  ? 
In  fuch  bafe  fentence  if  thou  couch  thy  fear,  ico 

Speak  it  in  whifpers,  left  a  Greek  fhould  hear. 
Lives  there  a  man  fo  dead  to  fame,  who  dares 
To  think  fuch  meannefs,  or  the  thought  declares  ? 
And  comes  it  ev'n  from  him  whofe  fovereign  fway 
The  bandied  legions  of  all  Greece  obey  ?  loj^ 

Is  this  a  general's  voice  that  calls  to  flight. 
While  war  hangs  doubtful,  while  his  foldiers  fight  ? 
What  more  could  Troy  ?  What  yet  their  fate  denies. 
Thou  giv'rt  the  foe  :  all  Greece  becomes  their  prize. 
No  more  the  troops  (our  hoifted  fails  in  view,        1 10 
Themfelves  abandon'd)  fhall  the  fight  purfue  ; 
But  thy  fhips  flying,  with  defpair  fhall  fee  ; 
And  owe  deftrudion  to  a  prince  like  thee. 

Thy 
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Thy  jufl:  reproofs  (Atrides  calm  replies) 
Like  arrows  pierce  me,  for  thy  words  are  wife.      11^ 
Unwilling  as  I  am  to  lofe  the  hoft, 
I  force  not  Greece  to  leave  this  hateful  coafl. 
Glad  I  fubmit,  whoe'er,  or  young  or  old. 
Aught,  more  conducive  to  our  weal,  unfold, 
Tydides  cut  him  fhort,  and  thus  began  :  120 

Such  counfel  if  you  feek,  behold  the  man 
Who  boldly  gives  it ;  and  what  he  fhall  fay. 
Young  though  he  be,  difdain  not  to  obey  : 
A  youth,  who  from  the  mighty  Tydeus  fprings. 
May  fpeak  to  councils  and  affembled  kings.  1 25 

Hear  then  in  me  the  great  Oenides'  fon, 
Whofe  honour'd  duft   (his  race  of  glory  run) 
Lies  whelm'd  in  ruins  of  the  Theban  wall ; 
Brave  in  his  life,  and  glorious  in  his  fall ; 
With  three  bold  fons  was  generous  Prothoiis  bleft,  1 30 
Who  Pleuron's  walls  and  Calydon  pofTeft; 
Melas  and  Agrius,  but  (who  far  furpaft 
The  reft  in  courage)  Oeneus  was  the  laft. 
From  him,  my  Sire.     From  Calydon  expell'd. 
He  pafs'd  to  Argos,  and  in  exile  dwell'd  ;  13^ 

The  monarch's  daughter  there  (fo  Jove  ordain'd) 
He  won,  and  flourilh'd  where  Adraftus  reign'd  ; 
There,  rich  in  fortune's  gifts,  his  acres  tiii'd. 
Beheld  his  vines  their  liquid  harveft  yield. 
And  numerous  flocks  that  whiten'd  all  the  field.  140 
Such  Tydeus  was,  the  foremoft  once  in  fame ! 
Nor  lives  in  Greece  a  ftranger  to  his  name. 
Then,  what  for  common  good  my  thoughts  infpire. 
Attend ;  and  in  the  fon,  refpccl  the  fire  : 

Though 
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Though  fore  of  battle,  though  with  wouads  oppre^. 
Let  each  go  forth,  and  animate  the  reft. 
Advance  the  glory  which  he  cannot  Ihare, 
Though  not  partaker,  witnefs  of  the  war. 
But  left  new  wounds  on  wounds  o'erpower  us  quite. 
Beyond  the  miffile  javelin's  founding  flight,  i  jo 

Safe  let  us  ftand  ;  and  from  the  tumult  far, 
Infpire  the  ranks,  and  rule  the  diftant  war. 

He  added  not :  the  liftening  kings  obev. 
Slow  moving  on  ;  Atrides  leads  the  way. 
The  God  of  Ocean   (to  inflame  their  rage)  j^^ 

Appears  a  uarriour  furrow'd  o'er  with  age; 
Preft  in  his  own,  the  general's  hand  he  took. 
And  thus  the  venerable  hero  fpoke  : 

Atrides,  lo !  with  what  difdainful  eye 
Achilles  fees  his  country's  forces  fly ;.  iCo 

Blind  impious  man  !  whofe  anger  is  his  guide. 
Who  glories  in  unutterable  pride. 
S»  may  he  perifh,  fo  may  Jove  difclalm 
The  wretch  relentlefs,  and  o'erwhelm  with  Iharne? 
But  heaven  forfakes  not  thee  :  o'er  yonder  fands    i6c 
Soon  (halt  thou  view  the  fcatter'd  Trojan  bands 
Fly  diverfe  ;  while  proud  kings,  and  chiefs  renown'd. 
Driven  heaps  on  heaps,  with  clouds  involv'd  axound 
Of  rolling  duft,  their  winged  wheels  employ 
To  hide  their  ignominious  heads  in  Troy,  r-o 

He  fpoke,  then  rufti'd  amid  the  warriour  crew  ; 
And  fent  his  voice  before  him  as  he  flew. 
Loud,  as  the  Ihout  encountering  armies  yield. 
When  twice  ten  thoufand  fliake  the  labouring  field ; 

Such 
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Such  was  the  voice,  and  fiich  the  thundering  foinid 
Of  him,  whofe  trident  rends  the  folid  ground. 
Each  Argive  bofom  beats  to  meet  the  fight. 
And  grifly  war  appears  a  pleafing  fight. 

Meantime  Saturnia  from  Olympus'  brow. 
High  thron'd  in  gold,  beheld  the  fields  below;       iSo 
With  joy  the  glorious  conflict  (lie  furvey'd. 
Where  her  great  brother  gave  the  Grecians  aid. 
But  plac'd  aloft,  on  Ida's  fhady  height 
She  fees  her  Jove,  and  trembles  at  the  fight. 
Jove  to  deceive,  what  methods  fhall  (he  try,  1 8_j 

What  arts,  to  blind  his  all-beholding  eye  ? 
At  length  foe  trulls  her  power ;  refolv'd  to  prove 
The  old,  yet  ftill  fuccefsful,  cheat  of  love  ; 
Againft  his  wifdom  to  oppofe  her  charms. 
And  lull  the  Lord  of  Thunders  in  her  arms.  190 

Swift  to  her  bright  apartment  ftie  repairs. 
Sacred  to  drefs  and  beauty's  pleafing  cares  : 
AVi-th  fkill  divine  had  Vulcan  form'd  the  bower. 
Safe  from  accefs  of  each  intruding  power. 
Touch'd  with  her  fecret  key,  the  doors  unfold:     19^ 
Self-clos'd,  behind  her  fhut  the  valves  of  gold. 
Here  firft  fhe  bathes ;  and  round  her  body  pours 
Soft  oils  of  fragrance,  and  ambrofial  fhowers: 
The  winds,  perfum'd,  the  balmy  gale  convey 
Through  heaven,  through  earth,  and  all  th'  aerial  way ; 
Spirit  divine  !  whofe  exhalation  greets 
The  fenfe  of  Gods  with  more  than  mortal  fweets. 
Thus  u hile  Ibe  breath'd  of  hea\en,  with  decent  pride 
Her  artful  hands  the  radiant  tivilcs  t\'d  ; 

Part 
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Part  on  her  head  in  fhining  ringlets  roU'd,  20 f 

Part  o'er  her  fhoulders  wav'd  like  melted  gold. 

Around  her  next  a  heavenly  mantle  flow'd. 

That  rich  with  Pallas'  labour'd  colours  glow'd  : 

Large  clafps  of  gold  the  foldings  gathcr'd  round, 

A  golden  zone  her  fwelling  bofom  bound.  210 

Far-beaming  pendants  tremble  in  her  ear. 

Each  gem  illumin'd  with  a  triple  ftar. 

Then  o'er  her  head  flie  cads  a  veil  more  white 

Than  new-fall'a  fnow,  and  dazzling  as  the  light. 

Laft  her  fair  feet  celeftial  fandals  grace.  2 1  c 

Thus  iffiiiiig  radiant  with  majeftic  pace, 

Forth  from  the  dome  th'  imperial  Goddefs  moves. 

And  calls  the  Mother  of  the  Smiles  and  Loves. 

How  long  (to  Venus  thus  apart  flie  cried) 
Shall  human  ftrife  celeftial  minds  divide  ?  220 

Ah  yet,  will  Venus  aid  Saturnia's  joy. 
And  fet  afide  the  caufe  of  Greece  and  Troy  ? 

Let  Heaven's  dread  emprefs  (Cytherasa  faid) 
Speak  her  requeft,  and  deem  her  will  obey'd. 
Then  grant  me  (faid  the  Qi.ieen)  thofe  conqueringcharmSj 
That  power,  which  mortals  and  immortals  warms. 
That  love,  which  melts  mankind  in  fierce  defires, 
And  burns  the  fons  of  Heaven  with  facred  fires  ! 

For  lo  I  hafte  to  thofe  remote  abodes. 
Where  the  great  parents  (facred  fource  of  Gods  !j  230 
Ocean  and  Tethys  their  old  empire  keep. 
On  the  laft  limits  of  the  land  and  deep. 
In  their  kind  arms  my  tender  years  were  paft  ; 
What  time  old  Saturn,  from  Olympus  cait, 

CM' 
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Of  upper  heaven  to  Jove  refign'd  the  reign,  235 

Whelm'd  under  the  huge  mafs  of  earth  and  main. 
For  ftrife,  I  hear,  has  made  the  union  ceafe. 
Which  held  fo  long  that  ancient  pair  in  peace. 
What  honour,  and  what  love,  fhall  I  obtain. 
If  I  compofe  thofe  fatal  feuds  again  ;  240 

Once  more  their  minds  in  mutual  ties  engage. 
And  what  my  youth  has  ow'd,  repay  their  rage  ? 

She  faid.     With  awe  divine  the  Queen  of  Love 
Obey'd  the  fifter  and  the  wife  of  Jove  : 
And  from  her  fragrant  breaft  the  zone  unbrac'd,    245 
"With  various  flvill,  and  high  embroidery  grac'd. 
In  this  was  every  art,  and  every  charm. 
To  win  the  wifeft,  and  the  coldeft  warm  : 
Fond  love,  the  gentle  vow,  the  gay  defire, 
The  kind  deceit,  the  ftill  reviving  fire,  t^o 

Perfuafive  fpeech,  and  more  perfuafive  fighs. 
Silence  that  fpoke,  and  eloquence  of  eyes. 
This,  on  her  hand  the  Cyprian  Goddefs  laid  ; 
Take  this,  and  with  it  all  thy  wifh,  fhe  faid. 
With  fmile  fhe  took  the  charm  ;  and  fmiling  preft  2C5 
The  powerful  ceftus  to  her  fnowy  breaft. 

Then  Venus  to  the  courts  of  Jove  withdrew; 
Whilft  from  Olympus  pleas'd  Satumia  flew. 
O'er  high  Pieria  thence  her  courfe  flie  bore. 
O'er  fair  Emathia's  ever-pleafmg  fliore,  260 

O'er  Hemus'  hills  with  fnows  eternal  crown'J ; 
Nor  once  her  flying  foot  approach'd  the  ground. 
Then  taking  wing  from  Athos'  lofty  fteep,  a 

She  fpeeds  to  Lemnos  o'er  the  rolling  deep,  C 

And  feeks  the  cave  of  Death's  half-brother,  Sleep.    J 

Vol.  XLIX.  E  Sweet 
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Sweet  pleafmg  Sleep  !  (Saturnia  thus  began} 

Who  fpread'ft  thy  empire  o'er  each  god  and  man ; 

If  e'er  obfequious  to  thy  Juno's  will, 

O  Power  of  Slumbers  !  hear,  and  favour  ftill : 

Shed  thy  foft  dews  on  Jove's  immortal  eyes,  fjo 

Wliile  funk  in  love's  entrancing  joys  he  lies. 

A  fplendid  footftool,  and  a  throne,  that  fliine 

With  gold  unfading,  Somnus,  fhall  be  thine ; 

The  work  of  Vulcan  ;  to  indulge  thy  eafe. 

When  wine  and  feafts  thy  golden  humours  pleafe.  275 

Imperial  Dame  (the  balmy  power  replies) 
Great  Saturn's  heir,  and  emprefs  of  the  ikies ! 
O'er  other  Gods  I  fpread  my  eafy  chain  ; 
The  fire  of  al!,  old  Ocean,  owns  my  reign. 
And  hishufh'd  waves  lie  filent  on  the  main.      280 
But  how,  unbidden,  fhall  I  dare  to  deep 
Jove's  awful  temples  in  the  dew  of  fleep  ? 
Long  fince,  too  venturous,  at  thy  bold  command. 
On  thofe  eternal  lids  I  laid  my  hand  : 
What  time,  deferting  Ilion's  wafted  plain,  28^ 

His  conquering  fon,  Aicides,  plough'd  the  main. 
When  lo  !  the  deeps  arife,  the  tempefts  roar. 
And  drive  the  hero  to  the  Coan  Ihore ; 
Great  jove  awaking,  fliook  the  bleft  abodes 
With  rifmg  wrath,  and  tumbled  Gods  on  Gods ;  290 
Me  chief  he  fought,  and  from  the  realms  on  high 
Had  hurl'd  indignant  to  the  nether  fky. 
But  gentle  Night,  to  whom  I  fled  for  aid, 
(The  friend  of  earth  and  heaven)  her  wings  difplay'd  ; 
Impower'd  the  wrath  of  gods  and  men  to  tame,     295 
Ev'n  Jove  rever'd  the  venerable  Dame. 

Vain 
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Vain  are  thy  fears  (the  Queen  of  Heaven  replies. 
And,  fpeaking,  rolls  her  large  majeflic  eyes) 
Think'ft  thou  that  Troy  has  Jove's  high  favour  won. 
Like  great  Alcides,    his  all-conquering  fon  ?  300 

Hear,  and  obey  the  miftrefs  of  the  (kies. 
Nor  for  the  deed  expeft  a  vulgar  prize; 
For  know,  thy  lov'd  one  fhall  be  ever  thine. 
The  youngeft  Grace,   Pafithae  the  divine. 

Swear  then  (hefaid)  by  thofe  tremendous  floods  305 
That  roar  through  hell,  and  bind  th'  invoking  Gods ; 
Let  the  great  parent  Earth  one  hand  fuftain. 
And  ftretch  the  other  o'er  the  facred  main. 
Call  the  black  Titans,  that  with  Chronos  dwell, 
To  hear  and  witnefs  from  the  depths  of  hell ;         313 
That  fhe,  my  lov'd  one,  {hall  be  ever  mine. 
The  youngeil  Grace,  Pafithae  the  divine. 

The  queen  aflents ;  and  from  t'n'  infernal  bowers 
Invokes  the  fable  fubtartarcan  Powers, 
And  thofc  who  rule  th' inviolable  floods,  ^j- 

V^'hom  mortals  name  the  dread  Titanian  Gor.s. 

Then  fwift  as  wind,  o'er  Lemnos  fmokv  ifle. 
They  wing  their  way,  and  Imbras'  fea-beat  foil. 
Through  air  unfeen,  involv'd  in  da^rknefs  glide. 
And  light  on  Leftos,  on  the  point  of  Ide  zzj> 

(Mother  of  favages,  whofe  echoing  liills 
Are  heard  refonnding  with  a  hundred  rills)  ; 
Fair  Ida  trembles  underneath  the  God  ; 
Hufh'd  are  her  mountains,  and  her  foreits  noi ; 
There  on  a  fir,  whofe  fpiry  branches  rife  ^i ^ 

To  join  its  fumniit  to  the  neighbouring  {lviv;s ; 
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Dark  in  embov/ering  fhade,  conceal 'd  from  fight. 
Sat  vSIeep,  in  likenefs  of  the  bird  of  Night. 
(Chalcis  his  name  by  thofe  of  heavenly  birth. 
But  call'd  Cymidis  by  the  race  of  earth).  330 

To  Ida's  top  fuccefsful  Juno  flies ; 
Great  Jove  furveys  her  with  defiring  eyes: 
The  God,  whcfe  lightning  fets  the  heavens  on  fire. 
Through  all  his  bofom  feels  the  fierce  defire ; 
Fierce  as  when  firft  by  ftealth  he  feiz'd  her  charms,  ^^^ 
Mix'd  with  her  foul,  and  melted  in  her  arms, 
Fix'd  on  her  eyes  he  fed  his  eager  look. 
Then  prefs'd  her  hand,  and  thus  with  tranfport  fpoke  : 

"Why  comes  my  goddefs  from  th'  astherial  (ky. 
And  not  her  Heeds  and  flaming  chariot  nigh  ?       340 

Then  flie — I  hafle  to  thofe  remote  abodes. 
Where  the  great  parents  of  the  deathlefs  gods. 
The. reverend  Ocean  and  grey  Tethys  reign. 
On  the  laft  limits  of  the  land  and  main. 
I  vifit  thefe,  to  whofe  indulgent  cares  345 

I  owe  the  nurfing  of  my  tender  years  ; 
For  ftrife,  I  hear,  has  made  that  union  ceafe. 
Which  held  fo  long  this  ancient  pair  in  peace, 
T.he  fteeds,  prepar'd  my  chariots  to  convey 
Ci'icr  earth  and  feas,  and  through  th'  aerial  way,  ^^o 
Wait  under  Ide :  of  thy  fuperior  power 
To  afk  confent,  I  leave  th'  Olympian  bower ; 
Nor  feek,  unknown  to  thee,  the  facred  cells 
Deep  under  feas,  where  hoary  Ocean  dwells. 

For  that  (faid  Jove)  fuffice  another  day;  35^^ 

l^ut  eager  love  denies  the  leafl;  delay. 

Let 
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Let  fofter  cares  the  prefent  hour  employ. 
And  be  thefe  moments  facred  all  to  joy. 
Ne'er  did  my  foul  fo  ftrong  a  paffion  prove. 
Or  for  an  earthly,  or  a  heavenly  love  :  360 

Not  when  I  prefs'd  Ixion's  matchlefs  dame 
Whence  rofe  Peritholis  like  the  Gods  in  fame. 
Not  when  fair  Danae  felt  the  fhovver  of  gold 
Stream  into  life,  whence  Perfeus  brave  and  bold. 
Not  thus  I  burn'd  for  either  Theban  dame,  365 

(Sacchus  from  this,  from  that  Alcides  came) 
Not  Phcenix'  daughter,  beautiful  and  young. 
Whence  godlike  Rhadamanth  and  Minos  fprung. 
Not  thus  I  burn'd  for  fair  Latonia's  face. 
Nor  comelier  Ceres'  more  majeftic  grace,  370 

Not  thus  ev'n  for  thyfelf  I  felt  defire. 
As  now  my  veins  receive  the  plealing  fire. 

He  fpoke  :  the  Goddefs  with  the  charming  eyes 
Glows  with  celellial  red,  and  thus  replies  ; 
Is  this  a  fcene  for  love  ?  On  Ida's  height  37^ 

Expos'd  to  mortal  and  immortal  fight ; 
Our  joy  profaned  by  each  familiar  eye. 
The  fport  of  heaven,  and  fable  of  the  Iky. 
How  fhall  I  e'er  review  the  bleft  abodes. 
Or  mix  among  the  fenate  of  the  Gods  ?  380 

Shall  I  not  think,  that,  with  diforder'd  charms,  " 
All  heaven  behoLls  me  recent  from  thy  arms  ? 
With  flcill  divine  has  Vulcan  form'd  thy  bower. 
Sacred  to  love  and  to  the  genial  hour ; 
Iffuch  thy  will,  to  that  recefs  retire,  385 

And  fecret  there  indulge  thy  foft  defire. 

E  3  She 
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She  ceas'd  j  and,  fmiling  with  fuperior  love. 
Thus  anfvver'd  mild  the  cloud-compelling  Jove  : 
Nor  god  nor  mortal  fliall  our  joys  behold. 
Shaded  with  clouds,  and  circunifus'd  in  gold  ;      390 
Not  ev'n  the  Sun,  who  darts  through  heaven  his  rays. 
And  whofe  broad  eye  th'  extended  earth  furveys. 

Gazing  he  fpoke,  and  kindling  at  the  view. 
His  eager  arms  around  the  Goddefs  threw. 
Glad  earth  perceives,  and  from  her  bofom  pours  395 
Unbidden  herbs  and  voluntary  flowers  : 
Thick  new-born  violets  a  foft  carpet  ipread 
And  cluftering  lotos  fwell'd  the  riling  bed. 
And  fudden  hyacinths  the  turf  befirovv. 
And  flamy  crocus  made  the  mountain  glov/.  ^00 

There  golden  clouds  conceal'd  the  heavenlv  pair, 
Steep'd  in  fcft  joys,  and  circumfus'd  with  air; 
Celeftial  dews,  defcending  oer  the  ground. 
Perfume  the  mount,  and  breathe  ambrofla  round. 
At  length,  with  Love  and  Sleep's  foft  power  oppreft^ 
The  panting  Thunderer  nods,  and  fmks  to  refl. 

Now  to  the  na\y  borne  on  filent  wings. 
To  Neptune's  ear  foft  Sleep  his  meiTage  brings ; 
Befide  him  fudden,  unperceiv'd  he  flood. 
And  thus  with  gentle  words  addrefs'd  the  God  :    413 

Now,  Neptune  !  now  th'  important  hour  employ. 
To  check  a  while  the  haughty  hopes  of  Troy  : 
While  Jove  yet  rells,  while  yet  my  vapours  fl.ed 
The  golden  vifion  round  his  facred  head  ; 
For  Juno's  love,  and  Somnus'  pleafing  ties,  41  j 

Have  clos'd  thofe  awful  and  eternal  eyes. 

Thus 
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•  7'hus  having  faid,  the  Power  of  Slumber  fle^v. 
On  human  lids  to  drop  the  bahny  dtw. 
Neptune,  with  zeal  increas'd,  renews  his  care. 
And  towering  in  the  foremofl;  ranks  of  war,  42a 

Indignant  thus — Oh  once  of  martial  fame! 
O  Greeks!  if  yet  ye  can  deferve  the  name! 
This  half-recover'd  day,  (hall  Troy  obtain  ? 
Shall  Heftor  thunder  at  your  fhips  again  ? 
Lo  ftill  he  vaunts,  and  threats  the  fleet  with  fires,  42^ 
While  item  Achilles  in  his  wrath  retires. 
One  hero's  lofs  too  tamely  you  deplore, 
Ee  ftill  yourfelves,  and  we  fhall  need  no  more. 
Oh  yet,  if  glory  any  bofom  warms. 
Brace  on  your  firmeft  helms,  and  ftand  to  arms  ;    430 
His  ftrongeft  fpear  each  valiant  Grecian  wield. 
Each  valiant  Grecian  feize  his  broadeft  fhicld ; 
Let,  to  the  weak,  the  lighter  arms  belong. 
The  ponderous  targe  be  wielded  by  the  ftrong. 
(Thus  arm'd)  not  Hedlor  fhall  our  prefence  ftay  :  43^ 
Myfelf,  )'e  Greeks  !  myfelf  will  lead  the  way. 

The  troops  aflfent ;  their  martial  arms  they  change. 
The  bufy  chiefs  their  banded  legions  range. 
The  kings,  though  wounded,  and  oppreft:  with  pain. 
With  helpful  hands  themfelves  afiifl  the  train.       440 
The  ftrong  and  cumbrous  arms  the  valiant  wield. 
The  weaker  uarriour  takes  a  lighter  (hield. 
Thus  (heath'd  in  ftiining  brafs,  in  bright  array 
The  legions  march,  and  Neptune  leads  the  way  : 
His  brandilli'd  fauichion  flames  before  their  eyes,  44 - 
Like  lightning  flalhing  through  the  frighted  Ikies. 

E  4  Clad 
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Clad  in  his  might,  th'  Earth-fhaking  Power  appears ; 
Pale  mortals  tremble,  and  confcfs  their  fears. 
Troy's  great  defender  ftands  alone  unaw'd. 
Arms  his  proud  hoft,  and  dares  oppofe  a  God  :   450 
And  lo  !  the  God  and  wondrous  man  appear  : 
The  feas  ftern  Ruler  there,  and  Heftor  here. 
The  roaring  main,  at  her  great  matter's  call, 
Rofc  in  huge  ranks :  and  form'd  a  watery  wall 
A-round  the  fhips  ;  feas  hanging  o'er  the  fhores,     455 
Eoth  armies  join  :  Earth  thunders.  Ocean  roars. 
Not  half  fo  loud  the  bellowing  deeps  refound, 
Vv'hen  ftormy  winds  difclofe  the  dark  profound ; 
Lefs  loud  the  winds,  that  from  th'  iSolian  hall 
Koar  through  the  woods,  and  make  whole  forefts  fall ; 
Lefs  loud  the  woods,  when  fiaraes  in  torrents  pour» 
Catch  the  dry  mountain,  and  its  fnades  devour  : 
VV:th  fuch  a  rage  the  meeting  hofts  are  driven. 
And  fuch  a  clamour  fhakes  the  founding  heaven. 
The  firft  bold  javelin  urg'd  by  Heftor's  force,        46  j 
j^iredl  at  Ajax'  bofom  wing'd  its  courfe ; 
Eut  there  no  pafs  the  croffing  belts  afford, 
(Onebrac'd  his  Ihield,  and  one  fuftain'd  his  fvvord.) 
Then  back  the  difapppinted  Trojan  drew. 
And  curs'd  the  lance  that  unavailing  flew  :  4-'o 

But  fcap'd  not  Ajax  ;  his  tempeftuous  hand 
A  ponderous  ftone  upheaving  from  the  fand, 
(Where  heaps,  laid  loofe  beneath  the  warriour's  feet. 
Or  ferv'd  to  ballaft,  or  to  prop  the  fleet) 
Tofs'd  round  and  round,  the  miflive  marble  flings  ; 
On  the  raz'd  fhield  the  falling  ruin  rings, 

FuU 
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Full  on  his  breafi:  and  throat  with  force  defcends  j 
Nor  deaden'd  there  its  giddy  fury  fpends. 
But  whirling  on,  with  many  a  fiery  round. 
Smokes  in  the  duft,  and  ploughs  into  the  ground.  480 
As  when  the  bolt,  red-hiiFing  from  above. 
Darts  on  the  confecrated  plant  of  Jove, 
The  mountain-oak  in  flaming  ruin  lies. 
Black  from  the  blow,  and  fmokes  of  fulphur  rife ; 
Stiff  with  amaze  the  pale  beholders  ftand,  48? 

And  own  the  terrours  of  th'  Almighty  hand  ! 
So  lies  great  Heclor  proftrate  on  the  fhore  ; 
His  flacken'd  hand  deferts  the  lance  it  bore  ; 
His  following  fhield  the  fallen  chief  o'erfpread  ; 
Beneath  his  helmet  dropp'd  his  fainting  head  ;       490 
His  load  of  armour  finking  to  the  ground. 
Clanks  on  the  field  ;  a  dead,  and  hollow  found. 
Loud  Ihouts  of  triumph  fill  the  crouded  plain ; 
Greece  fees,  in  hope,  Troy's  great  defender  fiain  : 
All  fpring  to  feize  him ;  florms  of  arrows  fly  ;      495 
And  thicker  javelins  intercept  the  fky. 
In  vain  an  iron  tempeft  hifles  round  ; 
He  lies  protefted,  and  without  a  wound. 
Polydamas,  Agenor  the  divine. 

The  pious  warriour  of  Anchifes'  line,  rocj 

And  each  bold  leader  of  the  Lycian  band  ; 
With  covering  fnieids  (a  friendly  circle)  ftand. 
His  mournful  followers,  with  afflftant  care. 
The  groaning  hero  to  his  chariot  bear ; 
His  foaming  couriers,  fvvifter  than  the  wind,        j;or 
Speed  to  the  town,  aad  leave  the  war  behind. 

When 
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When  now  they  touch'd  the  mead's  enamel'd  lide. 
Where  gentle  Xanthus  rolls  his  eafy  tide, 
With  watery  drops  the  chief  they  fprinkle  round, 
Plac'd  on  the  margin  of  the  flowery  ground,         510 
Rais'd  on  his  knees,  he  now  ejefts  the  gore  ; 
Now  faints  anew,  low-finking  on  the  Ihore  ; 
By  fits  he  breathes,  half  views  the  fleeting  Ikies, 
And  feals  again,  by  fits,  his  fwimming  eyes. 
.    Soon  as  the  Greeks  the  chief 's  retreat  beheld,  515' 
With  double  fury  each  invades  the  field. 
Oilcan  Ajax  firft  his  javelin  fped, 
Pierc'd  by  vvhofe  point  the  fon  of  Enops  bled  ; 
(Satnius  the  brave,  whom  beauteous  Neis  bore 
Amidfl:  -her  flocks,  on  Satnio's  filver  fliore)  520 

Struck  through  the  belly's  rim,  the  warriour  lies 
Supine,  and  fliades  eternal  veil  his  eyes. 
An  arduous  battle  rofe  around  the  dead  ; 
J>y  turns  the  Greek?,  by  tunis  the  Trojans  bled. 

Fir'd  with  revenge,  Polydamas  drew  near,         52^ 
And  at  Prothcenor  fliook  the  trembling  fpear ; 
The  driving  javelin  through  his  flioulder  thruft. 
He  finks  to«arth,  and  grafps  the  bloody  duft. 
Lo  thus  (the  vidor  cries)  we  rule  the  field. 
And  thus  their  arms  the  race  of  Panthus  wield  :     530 
From  this  unerring  hand  there  flies  no  dart 
But  bathes  its  point  within  a  Grecian  heart. 
Prompt  on  that  fpear  to  which  thou  ow'fl  thy  fall, 
Go,  guide  thy  darkfome  fteps  to  Pluto's  dreary  hall ! 
He  faid,  and  forrow  touch'd  each  Argive  breaft  : 
The  foul  of  Ajax  burn'd  above  the  reft. 

As 
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As  by  his  fide  the  groaning  vvarriour  fell. 
At  the  fierce  foe  he  launch'd  his  piercing  fteel : 
The  foe  reclining,  fliunn'd  the  flying  death  ; 
Eut  Fate,  Archilochus,  demands  thy  breath  :         ^:^o 
Thy  lofty  birth  no  fuccour  could  impart. 
The  wings  of  death  o'ertook  thee  on  the  dart. 
Swift  to  perform  Heaven's  fatal  will  it  fled. 
Full  on  the  juncture  of  the  neck  and  head. 
And  took  the  joint,  and  cut  the  nerves  in  twain  :  54 r 
The  dropping  head  firft  tumbled  to  the  plain. 
So  jufl  the  fl:roke,  that  yet  the  body  ftood 
Ereft,  then  roll'd  along  the  fands  in  blood. 

Here,  proud  Polydamas,  here  turn  thy  eyes! 
(The  towering  Ajax  loud  infulting  cries)  r  ro 

Say,  is  this  chief  extended  on  the  plain, 
A  worthy  vengeance  for  Prothoenor  flain  ? 
Mark  well  his  port !  his  figure  and  his  face 
Nor  fpeak  him  vulgar,  nor  of  vulgar  race  ; 
Some  lines,  raethinks,  may  make  his  lineage  known, 
Antenor's  brother,  or  perhaps  his  fon. 

He  fpake,  and  fmil'd  fevere,  for  well  he  knew 
The  bleeding  youth  :  Troy  fadden'd  at  the  view. 
But  furious  Acamas  aveng'd  his  caufe  ; 
As  Promachus  his  flaughter'd  brother  draws,  560 

He  pierc'd  his  heart — Such  fate  attends  you  all. 
Proud  Argives  !  deftin'd  by  our  arms  to  fall ; 
Not  Troy  alone,  but  haughty  Greece  fliall  fhare 
The  toils,  the  forrows,  and  the  wounds  of  war. 
Behold  your  Promachus  depriv'd  of  breath,  ^65 

A  viftim  ow'd  to  my  brave  brother's  death. 

Not 
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Not  unappeas'd  he  enters  Pluto's  gate. 
Who  leaves  a  brother  to  revenge  his  fate. 

Heart-piercing  anguifh  ftruck  the  Grecian  hoft. 
But  touch'd  the  breaft  of  bold  Peneleus  moft;         570 
At  the  proud  boafter  he  direds  his  courfe  ; 
The  boafter  flies,  and  fhuns  fuperior  force. 
But  young  Ilioneus  received  the  f[  ear  ; 
Ilioneus,  his  father's  only  care. 
(Phorbas  the  rich,  of  all  the  Trojan  train  575 

Whom  Hermes  lov'd,  and  taught  the  arts  of  gain)  : 
Full  in  his  eye  the  weapon  chanc'd  to  fall. 
And  from  the  fibres  fcoop'd  the  rooted  ball. 
Drove  through  the  neck,  and  hurl'd  him  to  the  plain  : 
He  lifts  his  miferabie  arms  in  vain  !  580 

Swift  his  broad  faulchion  fierce  Peneleus  fpread. 
And  from  the  fpouting  fnoulders  ftruck  his  head  ; 
To  earth  at  once  the  head  and  helmet  fly  ; 
The  lance,  yet  ftriking  through  the  bleeding  eye. 
The  viftor  feiz'd  ;  and  as  aloft  he  (hook  585 

The  gory  vifage,  thus  infulting  fpoke  : 

Trojans  !  your  great  Ilioneus  behold  ! 
Hafte,  to  his  father  let  the  tale  be  told  : 
Let  his  high  roofs  refound  with  frantic  woe. 
Such,  as  the  houfe  of  Proraachus  muft  know  ;       ^go 
Let  doleful  tidings  greet  bis  mother's  ear, 
Such,  as  to  Proraachus'  f:id  fpoufe  we  bear  ; 
When  we  viftorious  fliall  to  Greece  return. 
And  the  pale  matron  in  our  triumphs  mourn. 

Dreadful  he  fpoke,  then  tofs'd  the  head  on  high  j 
The  Trojans  hear,  they  tremble,  and  they  fly : 

Aghaft 
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Aghaft  they  gaze  around  the  fleet  and  wall. 
And  dread  the  ruin  that  impends  on  all. 

Daughters  of  Jove !  that  on  Olympus  fliine. 
Ye  all-beholding,  all-recording  Nine  !  6oa 

O  fay,  when  Neptune  made  proud  Ilion  yield, 
Vi'hat  chief,  what  hero,  firft  embrued  the  field  ? 
Of  all  the  Grecians  what  immortal  name. 
And  whofe  bleft  trophies  will  ye  raife  to  fame  ? 

Thou  firft,  great  Ajax;  on  th'  enfanguin'd  plain 
Laid  Hyrtius,  leader  of  the  Myfian  train. 
Phalces  and  Mermer,  Neftor's  fon  o'erthrew. 
Bold  Merion,  Morys,  and  liippction  flew. 
Strong  Peripha£tes  and  Prothoon  bled. 
By  Teucer's  arrows  mingled  with  the  dead,  6;o 

Pierc'd  in  the  flank  by  Menelaiis'  fleel. 
His  people's  paftor,  Hyperenor,  fell; 
Eternal  darknefs  wrapt  the  warriour  round. 
And  the  fierce  foul  came  rufhing  through  the  wound. 
But  flretch'd  in  heaps  before  Oileus'  fon,  615 

Fall  mighty  numbers,  mighty  numbers  run  ; 
Ajax  the  lefs,  of  all  the  Grecian  race 
Skill 'd  in  purfuit,  and  fwiftell  in  the  chace. 


THE 


THE 


FIFTEENTH     BOOK 


OF     THE 


ILIAD. 


ARGUMENr. 


The  fifth  Battle,  at  the  fhlps ;  and  the  Ads  of  Ajax. 

JUPITER  awaking,  fees  the  Trojans  repulfed  from 
the  trenches,  F^edlor  in  a  fwoon,  and  Neptune  at 
the  head  of  the  Greeks.  He  is  highly  incenfed  at 
the  artifice  of  Juno,  who  appeafes  him  by  her  fub- 
miffions  :  fhe  is  then  fent  to  Iris  and  Apollo.  Juno, 
repairing  to  the  affembly  of  the  Gods,  attempts, 
with  extraordinary  addrefs,  to  incenfe  them  againft 
Jupiter  ;  in  particular  touches  Mars  with  a  violent 
refentment :  he  is  ready  to  take  arms,  but  is  pre- 
vented by  Minerva.  Iris  and  Apollo  obey  the 
orders  of  Jupiter  ;  Iris  commands  Neptune  to  leave 
the  battle,  to  which,  after  much  reludlance  and 
paflion,  he  confents.  Apollo  re-infpires  Heftor 
with  vigour,  brings  him  back  to  the  battle,  marches 
before  him  with  his  ^gis,  and  turns  the  fortune  of 
the  fight.  He  breaks  down  great  part  of  the  Gre- 
cian wall :  the  Trojans  rufli  in,  and  attempt  to 
fire  the  firft  line  of  the  fleet,  but  are,  as  yet,  re- 
pelled by  the  greater  Ajax  with  a  prodigious 
/laughter. 
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NOW  in  {\vift  flight  they  pafs  the  trench  profound. 
And  many  a  chief  lay  gafping  on  the  ground  : 
Then  ftapp'd  and  panted,  where  the  chariots  lie  ; 
Fear  on  their  cheek  and  horrour  in  their  eye. 
Meanwhile,  awaken'd  from  his  dream  of  love,  ^ 

On  Ida's  funimit  fat  imperial  Jove  : 
Round  the  v/ide  fields  he  call  a  careful  view. 
There  faw  tlie  Trojans  fly,  the  Greeks  purfue; 
Thefe  proud  in  arms,  thofe  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plain  ; 
And,  midft  the  Vv'ar,  the  Monarch  of  the  Main.       lo 
Not  far,  great  Heftor  on  the  duft  he  fpies 
(His  fad  aiTociates  round  with  weeping  eyes) 
Ejefting  blood,  and  panting  yet  for  breath. 
His  fenfes  wandering  to  the  veree  of  death. 
The  God  beheld  him  with  a  pitying  look,  i  f 

And  thus,  incens'd,  to  fraudful  Juno  fpoke  : 

O  thou,  ftill  adverfe  to  th'  Eternal  Will,i 
For  ever  ftudious  in  promoting  ill ! 
Thy  arts  have  made  the  god-like  Keftor  yield. 
And  driv'n  his  conquering  fquadrons  from  the  field.  20 
Canfl  thou,  unhappy  in  thy  wiles !  withftand 
Our  power  immenfe,  and  brave  th'  almighty  hand  ? 

Vol,  XLIX,  F  Haft 
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Haft  thou  forgot,  when,  bound  and  fix'd  oa  high^ 

From  the  vaft  concave  of  the  fpangled  fky, 

I  hung  thee  trembling  In  a  golden  chain  ;  2  j 

And  all  the  raging  Gods  oppos'd  in  vain  ? 

Headlong  I  hurl'd  them  from  th'  Olympian  hall,. 

Stunn'd  in  the  whirl,  and  breathlefs  with  the  fall. 

For  god-like  Hercules  thefe  deeds  were  done. 

Nor  feem'd  the  vengeance  worthy  fuch  a  fon  :         30- 

When,  by  thy  wiles  induc'd,  fierce  Boreas  toft. 

The  fliipwreck'd  hero  on  the  Coan  coaft, 

Him,  through  a  thoufand  forms  of  death  I  bore. 

And  fent  to  Argos,  and  his  native  fhore.^ 

Hear  this,  remember,  and  our  fury  dread,  35'. 

Nor  pull  th'  unwilling  vengeance  on  thy  head  ; 

Left  arts  and  blandilhments  fuccefslefs  prove. 

Thy  foft  deceits,  and  well-difTembled  love. 

The  Thunderer  fpoke  :  imperial  Juno  mourn 'd. 
And,  trembling,  thefe  fubmiffive  words  return'd  :    40 

By  every  oath  that  Powers  immortal  ties. 
The  foodful  earth,  and  all-infolding  fkies  ; 
By  thy  black  waves,  tremendous  Styx  !  that  flow 
Through  the  drear  realms  of  gliding  ghofts  below  ; 
By  the  dread  honours  of  thy  facred  head,  4^ 

And  that  unbroken  vow,  our  virgin  bed  ! 
Not  by  my  arts  the  Ruler  of  the  Main 
Steeps  Troy  in  blood,  and  ranges  round  the  plain  ; 
By  his  own  ardour,  his  own  pity,  fway'd 
To  help  his  Greeks ;  he  fought,  and  difobey'd  :      50 
Elfe  had  thy  Juno  better  counfels  given. 
And  taught  fubmilTion  to  the  Sire  of  Heaven. 

Think'ft 
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Think 'ft  thou  with  me  ?  fair  Emprefs  of  the  Skies ! 
(Th'  immortal  Father  with  a  fmile  replies !) 
Then  foon  the  haughty  Sea- god  ihall  obey,  55 

Nor  dare  to  aft  but  when  we  point  the  way. 
If  truth  infpires  thy  tongue,  proclaim  our  will 
To  yon  bright  fynod  on  th'  Olympian  hill ; 
Our  high  decree  let  various  Iris  know. 
And  call  the  God  that  bears  the  filver  bow.  60 

Let  her  defcend,  and  from  th'  embattled  plain 
Command  the  Sea-god  to  his  watery  reign  : 
While  Phoebus  haftes,  great  Heftor  to  prepare 
To  rife  afrefli,  and  once  more  wake  the  war; 
His  labouring  bofom  re-infpires  with  breath,  05 

And  calls  his  feiifes  from  the  verge  of  death. 
Greece,  chas'd  by  Troy  ev'n  to  Achilles  fleet. 
Shall  fall  by  thoufands  at  the  hero's  feet. 
He,  not  untouch'd  with  pity,  to  the  plain 
Shall  fend  Patroclus,  but  Ihall  fend  in  vain.  70 

What  youths  he  flaughters  under  Ilion's  walls  ! 
Ev'n  my  lov'd  fon,  divine  Sarpedon,  falls ! 
Vanquilli'd  at  laft  by  Heftor's  lance  he  lies,  -» 

Then,  nor  till  then,  fhall  great  Achilles  rife  :  > 

And  lo  !  that  inftant  god-like  Heftor  dies.         75    J 
From  that  great  hour  the  war's  whole  fortune  turns, 
Pallas  afTifts,  and  lofty  Ilion  burns  : 
Not  till  that  day  fhall  Jove  relax  his  rage. 
Nor  one  of  all  the  heavenly  hoft  engage 
In  aid  of  Greece.     I'he  promife  of  a  God  80 

I  gave,  and  feal'd  it  with  th'  almighty  nod, 
Achilles'  glory  to  the  ftars  to  raife  ; 
Such  was  our  word,  and  Fate  the  word  obeys. 

F  2  '  The 
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Tlie  trembling  Queen  (th'  almighty  order  given) 
Swift  from  th'  Idsan  fummit  fhot  to  heaven,  85 

As  fome  way-faring  man,  who  wanders  o'er 
In  thought  a  length  of  lands  he  trod  before. 
Sends  forth  his  adive  mind  from  place  to  place. 
Joins  hill  to  dale,  and  meafures  fpace  vv'ith  fpace  : 
So  fwift  flew  Juno  to  the  bleft  abodes,  90 

If  thonght  of  man  can  match  the  fpeed  of  Gods, 
There  fat  the  Powers  in  awful  fynod  plac'd  ; 
They  bow'd,  and  made  obeifance  as  ihe  pafs'd. 
Through  all  the  brazen  dome  :  with  goblets  crown'd 
They  hail  her  queen  ;  the  nes^ar  ftreams  around.     9J 
Fair  Themis  firll:  prefents  the  golden  bowl. 
And  anxious  ailis  what  cares  difturb  her  foul  ? 

To  whom  the  White-arm'd  Goddefs  thus  replies : 
Enough  thou  know'ft  the  Tyrant  of  the  Skies, 
Severely  bent  his  purpofe  to  fulfill,  100 

Unmov'd  his  mind,  and  unreltraia'd  his  will. 
Go  thou,  the  feafts  of  heaven  attend  thy  call ; 
Bid  the  crown'd  neftar  circle  round  the  hall; 
But  Jove  fnall  thunder  through  th'  ethereal  dome. 
Such  ftern  decrees,  fuch  threat'ned  woes  to  come,  lOjJ 
As  foon  fliall  freeze  mankind  with  dire  furprize. 
And  damp  th'  eternal  banquets  of  the  fkies. 

The  Goddefs  faid,  and  fullen  took  her  place ; 
Black  horrour  fadden'd  each  celeftial  face. 
To  fee  the  gathering  grudge  in  every  breaft,  no 

Smiles  on  her  lips  a  fpleenful  joy  expreil: ; 
While  on  her  wrinkled  front,  and  eye-brow  bent. 
Sat  l\edfaft  care,  and  lowering  difcontent. 

Thus 
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Thus  (he  proceeds— xA.ttend,  ye  Powers  above  ! 
But  know,  'tis  madnefs  to  contell  with  Jove:        115 
Supreme  he  fits  :  and  fees,  in  pride  of  fway. 
Your  vaffal  Godheads  grudgingly  obey  : 
Fierce  in  the  rcajefly  of  power  controuls ; 
Shakes  all  the  thrones  of  hea\en,  and  bends  the  poles, 
Submifs,  Immortals!  all  he  wills,  obey;  120 

And  thou,  great  Mars,  begin  and  fliew  the  way. 
Behold  Afcalaphus  !  behold  him  die. 
But  dart  not  murmur,  dare  not  vent  a  figh ; 
Thy  own  lov'd  boailed  oiFspring  lies  o'erthrown. 
If  that  lov'd  boa.led  oJspring  be  thy  own.  125 

Stern  Mars,  v/ith  anguifli  for  his  flaughter'd  fon. 
Smote  his  rebelling  breaft,  and  fierce  begun : 
Thus  then.  Immortals !  thus  fhall  Mars  obey  ; 
Forgive  me,  Gods,  and  yield  my  vengeance  way  : 
Defcending  firft  to  yon  forbidden  plain,     .  130 

The  God  of  battles  dares  avenge  the  I'lain  ; 
Dares,  though  the  thunder  burlting  o'er  my  head 
Should  hurl  rne  blazing  on  thofe  heaps  of  dead. 

With  that,  he  gives  command  to  Fear  and  Flight 
To  join  his  rapid  courfers  for  the  fight  :  13  j 

Then,  grim  in  arms,  with  hallv  vengeance  fiies;. 
Arms,  that  refled  a  radiance  through  the  (kies. 
And  now  had  Jove,  by  bold  rebellion  driven, 
Difcharg'd  his  wrath  on  half  the  hoft  of  heaven  ; 
But  Pallas,  fpringing  through  the  bright  abode,     140 
Starts  from  her  azure  throne  to  calm  the  God. 
Struck  for  th'  immortal  race  with  timely  fear. 
From  frantick  Mars  {he  fnatch'd  the  fiiield  and  fpear ; 
F  3  Thea 
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Then  the  huge  helmet  lifting  from  his  head. 

Thus  to  th'  impetuous  homicide  fhe  faid  :  14 j 

By  what  wild  paffion,  furious !  art  thou  toft  ? 
Striv'ft  thou  with  Jove  ?  thou  art  already  lod. 
Shall  not  the  Thunderer's  dread  command  reftrain. 
And  was  imperial  Juno  heard  in  A'ain  ? 
Back  to  the  flcies  would'ft  thou  with  fhame  be  driven. 
And  in  thy  guilt  involve  the  hoft  of  heaven  ? 
Ilion  and  Greece  no  more  Ihall  Jove  engage  ; 
The  fkies  would  yield  an  ampler  fcene  of  rage. 
Guilty  and  guiltlefs  find  an  equal  fate. 
And  one  vaft  ruin  whelm  th'  Olympian  ftate,         15^ 
Ceafe  then  thy  oftspring's  death  unjuft  to  call ; 
Heroes  as  great  have  dy'd,  and  yet  fhall  fall. 
Why  fliould  Heaven's  law  with  foolida  man  comply. 
Exempted  from  the  race  ordain'd  to  die  ? 

This  menace  fix'd  the  warriour  to  his  throne  ;   1 60 
Sullen  he  fat,  and  curb'd  the  riling  groan. 
Then  Juno  call'd.  (Jove's  orders  to  obey) 
The  winged  Iris,  and  the  God  of  Day. 
Go  wait  the  Thunderer's  will  (Saturnia  cry'd) 
On  yon'  tali  fummit  of  the  fountfull  Ide  :  165 

There  in  the  Father's  awful  prefence  ftand. 
Receive,  and  execute  his  dread  command. 

She  faid,  and  fat :  the  God  that  gilds  the  day. 
And  various  Iris,  wing  their  airy  way. 
Swift  as  the  wind,  to  Ida's  hill  they  came  170 

(Fair  nurfe  of  fountains  and  of  favage  game) ; 
There  fat  th'  Eternal ;  he,  whofe  nod  controls 
llie  trembling  world,  and  fliakes  the  ftcady  poles. 

Veil'd 
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Veil'd  in  a  mill  of  fragrance  him  they  found. 
With  clouds  of  gold  and  purple  circled  round  :      1 75 
Well-pleas'd  the  Thunderer  faw  their  earnell  care. 
And  prompt  obedience  to  the  Queen  of  Air ; 
Then  (while  a  fmile  ferenes  his  awful  brow) 
Commands  the  Goddefs  of  the  fhowery  bow  : 

Iris  !  defcend,  and  what  we  here  ordain  1 80 

Report  to  yon  mad  Tyrant  of  the  Main. 
Bid  him  from  fight  to  his  own  deeps  repair. 
Or  breathe  from  flaughter  in  the  fields  of  air. 
If  he  refufe,  then  let  him  timely  weigh 
Onr  elder  birthright,  and  fuperior  fway.  1 85 

How  fhall  his  rafhnefs  Hand  the  dire  alarms. 
If  Heaven's  omnipotence  defcend  in  arms  ? 
Strives  he  with  me,  by  whom  his  power  was  given. 
And  is  there  equal  to  the  Lord  of  Heaven  ? 

Th'  Almighty  fpoke  ;  the  Goddefs  wing'd  her  flight 
To  facred  Ilion  from  th'  Idasan  height. 
Swift  as  the  rattling  hail,  or  fleecy  fnows. 
Drive  through  the  fi:ies,  when  Boreas  fiercely  blows  - 
So  from  the  clouds  defcending  Iris  falls ; 
And  to  blue  Neptune  thus  the  Goddefs  calls ;         igj 

Attend  the  mandate  of  the  Sire  above. 
In  me  behold  the  mefTcnger  of  Jove  : 
He  bids  thee  from  forbidden  wars  repair 
To  thy  own  deeps,  or  to  the  fields  of  air. 
This  if  refus'd,  he  bids  thee  timely  weigh  200 

His  elder  birthright,  and  fuperior  fway. 
How  lliall  thy  rafhnefs  Hand  the  dire  alarms. 
If  Heaven's  omnipotence  defcend  ia  arms  ? 

F  4  Striv'ft 
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Striv'il:  thou  with  him,  by  whom  all  power  is  given  ? 

And  art  thou  equal  to  the  Lord  of  Heaven  ?  205 

What  means  the  haughty  Sovereign  of  the  Skies 
(The  King  of  Ocean  thus,  incens'd,  replies) 
Rule  as  he  will  his  porticn'd  realms  on  high  ; 
]v!o  vaffal  God,  nor  of  his  train,  a.m  I. 
Three  brother  Deities  from  Saturn  came,  210 

And  ancient  Rhea,  Earth's  immortal  dame  : 
AlTign'd  by  lot,  our  triple  rule  we  know ; 
Infernal  Pluto  fways  the  fnades  below ; 
O'er  the  wide  clouds,  and  o'er  the  ftarry  plain. 
Ethereal  Jove  extends  his  high  domain  ;  21^ 

My  court  beneath  the  hcary  waves  I  keep. 
And  hulh  the  roarings  of  the  facred  deep  : 
Olympus,  and  this  earth,  in  common  lie; 
What  claim  has  here  the  Tyrant  of  the  Sky  ? 
Far  in  the  diftant  clouds  let  him  control,  22® 

And  awe  the  younger  brothers  of  the  pole  ; 
There  to  his  children  his  commands  be  given. 
The  trembling,  fervile,  fecond  race  of  Heaven. 

And  muft  I  then  (faid  (he)   O  Sire  of  Floods  ! 
Bear  this  fierce  anfvver  to  the  King  oi  Gods  ?  225 

Correft  it  yet,  and  change  thy  rafli  intent ; 
A  noble  mind  difdains  not  to  repent. 
To  elder  brothers  guardian  fiends  are  given. 
To  fcourge  the  wretch  infuking  them  and  iieaven. 

Great  is  the  profit  (thus  the  God  rejoin'd)         230 
When  minillers  are  bleft  with  prudent  mind  : 
Warn'd  by  thy  words,  to  powerful  Jove  I  yield. 
And  quit,  though  angry,  the  contended  field. 

Not 
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Not  but  his  threats  with  jufcice  I  difclaim. 
The  fame  our  honours,  and  our  birth  the  fame.     2^^ 
If  yet,  forgetful  of  his  promife  given 
To  Hermes,  Pallas,  and  the  Queen  of  Heaven  ; 
To  favour  Ilion,  that  perfict:ou<!  place. 
He  breaks  his  faith  with  half  th'  ethereal  race ; 
Give  him  to  know,  unlefs  the  Grecian  train  240 

Lay  yon  proud  ftruflures  level  with  the  plain, 
Howe'er  th'  offence  by  other  Gods  be  pail^ 
The  wrath  of  Neptune  fliall  for  ever  laft. 

Thus  fpeaking,  furious  from  the  field  he  flrode,. 
And  plung'd  into  the  bofom  of  the  flood.  24^ 

The  Lord  of  Thunders  from  his  lofty  height 
Beheld,  and  thus  befpoke  the  Source  of  Light : 

Behold  !  the  God  whofe  liquid  arms  are  hurl'd 
Around  the  globe  ;  vvhofe  earthquakes  rock  the  world  ; 
Defifts  at  length  his  rebel  war  to  wage,  250 

Seeks  his  own  feas,  and  trembles  at  our  rage ; 
Elfe  had  my  wrath,  heaven's  thrones  all  fhaking  round, 
Burn'd  to  the  bottom  of  the  feas  profound  ; 
And  all  the  Gods  that  round  old  Saturn  dwell 
Had  heard  the  thunders  to  the  deeps  of  hell.        255 
Well  was  the  crim.e  and  well  the  vengeance  fpar'd ; 
Ev'n  power  immenfe  had  found  fuch  battle  hard. 
Go  thou,  ray  fon !  the  trembling  Greeks  alarm. 
Shake  my  broad  £Egis  on  thy  adive  arm ; 
Be  god-like  Heftor  thy  peculiar  care,  26a 

Swell  his  bold  heart,  and  urge  his  ftrength  to  war  : 
Let  Ilion  conquer,  till  th'  Achaian  train 
Fly  to  their  fliips,  and  Hellefpont  again  i 

ThcB 


74.  P  O  P  E  '  S     H  O  M  E  R. 

Then  Greece  fhall  breathe  from  toils — The  God-head 
His  will  divine  the  fon  of  Jove  obey'd.  [faid  ; 

Not  half  fo  fwift  the  failing  falcon  flies. 
That  drives  a  turtle  through  the  liquid  fkies ; 
As  Phoebus,  fhooting  from  th'  Idaean  brow. 
Glides  down  the  mountain  to  the  plain  below. 
There  Heftor  feated  by  the  ftream  he  fees,  z-jo 

His  fenfe  returning  with  the  coming  breeze  ; 
Again  his  pulfes  beat,  his  fpirits  rife ; 
Again  his  lov'd  companions  meet  his  eyes ; 
Jove  thinking  of  his  pains,  they  paft*away. 
To  whom  the  God  who  gives  the  golden  day:       275 

Why  fits  great  Heftor  from  the  field  fo  far  ? 
What  grief,  what  wound,  withholds  thee  from  the  war? 

The  fainting  hero,  as  the  vifion  bright 
Stood  ftiining  o'er  him,  half  unfeal'd  his  fight : 
What  bleft  Immortal,  with  commanding  breath,    283 
Thus  wakens  Hedor  from  the  fleep  of  death  ? 
Has  fame  not  told,  how,  while  my  trufty  fword 
Bath'd  Greece  in  flaughter,  and  her  battle  gor'd. 
The  mighty  Ajax  with  a  deadly  blow 
Had  almoft  funk  me  to  the  (hades  below  ?  285 

Ev'n  yet,  methinks,  the  gliding  ghofts  I  fpy. 
And  hell's  black  horrours  fwim  before  my  eye. 

To  hira  Apollo  :  Be  no  more  difmay'd  ; 
See,  and  be  ftrongl  the  Thunderer  fends  thee  aid. 
Behold  !  thy  Phoebus  fliall  his  arms  employ,  2  90 

Phcebus,  propitious  ftill  to  thee,  and  Troy. 
Infpire  thy  warricuis  then  with  manly  force. 
And  to  the  Ihips  impel  thy  rapid  horfe  ; 

Ev'n 


ILIAD,    Book  XV,  7^ 

Ev'n  I  will  make  thy  fiery  courfers  way. 
And  drive  the  Grecians  headlong  to  the  fea.  zg^ 

Thus  to  bold  Heftor  fpoke  the  fon  of  Jove, 
And  breath'd  immortal  ardour  from  above. 
As  when  the  pamper'd  fteed,  with  reins  unbound. 
Breaks  from  his  ftall,  and  pours  along  the  ground  ; 
With  ample  ftrokes  he  rufhes  to  the  flood,  300 

To  bathe  his  fides,  and  cool  his  fiery  blood  j 
His  head  now  freed,  he  tofTes  to  the  fkies  ; 
His  mane  difhevel'd  o'er  his  fhoulders  flies  ; 
He  fnufFs  the  females  in  the  well-known  plain. 
And  fprings,  exulting,  to  his  fields  again  :  jor 

Urg'd  by  the  voice  divine,  thus  Heftor  flew. 
Full  of  the  God  ;  and  all  his  hofls  purfue. 
As  when  the  force  of  men  and  dogs  combin'd 
Invade  the  mountain-goat,  or  branching  hind  ; 
Far  from  the  hunter's  rage  fecure  they  lie  310 

Clofe  in  the  rock  (not  fated  yet  to  die) ; 
When  lo  !  a  lion  fhoots  acrofs  the  way  ! 
They  fly  :  at  once  the  chacers  and  the  prey. 
So  Greece,  that  late  in  conquering  troops  purfued. 
And  mark'd  their  progrefs  through  the  ranks  in  blood. 
Soon  as  they  fee  the  furious  chief  appear. 
Forget  to  vanquifh,  and  confent  to  fear. 
Thoas  with  grief  obferv'd  his  dreadful  courfe, 
Thoas,  the  braveft  of  th'  iEtolian  force  : 
Skill'd  to  direcl  the  javelin's  difl:ant  flight,  320 

And  bold  to  combat  in  the  ftanding  fight ; 
Nor  more  in  councils  fam'd  for  folid  fenfe. 
Than  winning  words  and  heavenly  eloquence. 

Gods ! 
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Gods  !  what  portent  (he  cry'd)  thefe  eyes  invades  ? 
Lo  !  Hedor  rifcs  from  the  Stygian  fhades  !  325 

We  faw  him,  late,  by  thundering  Ajax  kill'd  : 
What  God  reftores  him  to  the  frighted  field  ; 
And,  not  content  that  half  of  Greece  lie  flain. 
Pours  new  deftrudion  on  her  fons  again  ? 
He  comes  not,  Jove!  without  thy  powerful  will ;  330 
Lo  !  ftill  he  lives,  purfues  and  conquers  Hill ! 
Yet  hear  my  ccunfel,  and  his  worft  withftand  : 
The  Greeks'  m.ain  body  to  the  fleet  command  ; 
But  let  the  kw  whom  briflcer  fpirits  warm. 
Stand  the  firft  onfet,  and  provoke  the  ftorm.         33^ 
Thus  point  your  arms ;  and  v.  hen  fuch  foes  appear. 
Fierce  as  he  is,  let  Kedlor  learn  to  fear. 

The  warriour  fpcke,  the  liflening  Greeks  obey. 
Thickening  their  ranks,  and  form  a  deep  array. 

Each  Ajax,  Teucer,  Merion,  gave  command,  340 
The  valiant  leader  of  the  Cretan  band. 
And  Mars-Iike  Megcs :  thefe  the  chiefs  excite, 
A,pproach  the  foe,  and  mee:  the  coming  fight. 
Behind,  unnumber'd  multitudes  attend. 
To  flank  the  navy,  and  the  fhores  defend.  34 j; 

Full  on  the  front  the  prefling  Trojans  bear. 
And  Heflor  lirft  came  towering  to  the  war. 
PJioebus  himfelf  the  ru filing  battle  led  ; 
A  veil  of  clouds  involv'd  his  radiant  head  : 
High-held  before  him,  Jove's  enormous  fhield        ^^o 
Portentous  fhone,  and  fhaded  all  the  field  ; 
Vulcan  to  Jove  th'  immortal  gift  configa'd. 
To  fcatter  hoUs,  and  terrify  mankind. 

The 
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The  Greeks  exped  the  flicck,  the  clamours  rife 

From  different  parts,  and  mingle  in  the  fkies.        35J 

Dire  was  the  hifs  of  darts,  by  heroes  flung. 

And  arrows  leaping  from  the  bow-ftring  fung  ; 

Thefe  drink  the  life  of  generous  warriours  flain ; 

Thofe  guiltlefs  fall,  and  thirft  for  blood  in  vain. 

As  long  as  Phoebus  bore  unraov'd  the  fiiield,         360 

Sat  doubtful  Conqueft  hovering  o'er  the  field  • 

But  when  aloft  he  (hakes  it  in  the  Ikies, 

Shouts  in  their  ears,  and  lightens  in  their  eyes. 

Deep  horrour  feizes  every  Grecian  breaft. 

Their  force  is  humbled,  and  their  fear  confefl.      ^6c 

So  flies  a  herd  of  oxen,  fcatter'd  wide. 

No  fwain  to  guard  them,  and  no  day  to  guide. 

When  two  fell  lions  from  the  mountain  come. 

And  fpread  the  carnage  through  the  Ihady  gloom. 

Impending  Phcebus  pours  around  them  fear,  3-70 

And  Troy  and  Heftor  thunder  in  the  rear. 

Heaps  fall  on  heaps  ;  the  fiaughter  He<5tor  leads  ; 

Firlt  great  Arcefilas,  then  Stichius,  bleeds  ; 

One  to  the  bold  Boeotians  ever  dear. 

And  one  Meneftheus' friend,  and  fam"d  compeer.  3-r 

Medon  and  lafus,  JEnens  fped  ; 

This  fprung  from  Phelus,  and  th'  Athenians  led  j 

But  haplefs  Medon  from  Gileus  came ; 

Him  Ajax  honour'd  with  a  brother's  name. 

Though  born  of  lawlefs  love  :  from  home  expell'd,  380 

A  banifli  'd  man,  in  Phylace  he  dvvell'd, 

Prefs'd  by  the  vengeance  of  an  angry  wife  ; 

Troy  ends,  at  laft,  his  labours  and  his  life. 

Mecyfles 
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Mecyftes  next,  Polydamas  o'erthrew  ; 

And  thee,  brave  Clonius,  great  Agenor  flew,         385' 

By  Paris,  Deiochus  inglorious  dies, 

Pierc'd  through  the  fhoulder  as  he  bafely  flies. 

Polites'  arm  laid  Echius  on  the  plain ; 

Stretch'd  on  one  heap,  the  viflors  fpoil  the  flaln. 

The  Greeks  difmay'd,  confus'd,  difperfe  or  fall,  390 

Some  feek  the  trench,  fome  Ikulk  behind  the  wall. 

While  thefe  fly  trembling,  others  pant  for  breath. 

And  o'er  the  flaughter  ftalks  gigantic  Death. 

On  rufli'd  bold  He(^or,  gloomy  as  the  night ; 

Forbids  to  plunder,  animates  the  fight,  395 

Points  to  the  fleet :  For,  by  the  Gods,  who  flics. 

Who  dares  but  linger,  by  this  hand  he  dies ; 

No  weeping  After  his  cold  eye  fliall  clofe. 

No  friendly  hand  his  funeral  pyre  compofe. 

Who  ftops  to  plunder  at  this  fignal  hour,  400 

The  birds  Ihall  tear  him,  and  the  dogs  devour. 

Furious  he  faid  ;  the  fmarting  fcourge  refounds  j 
The  courfers  fly  ;  the  fmoking  chariot  bounds  : 
The  hofl:s  rufli  on  ;  loud  clamours  fliake  the  fliore ; 
The  horfes  thunder.  Earth  and  Ocean  roar !  405 

Apollo,  planted  at  the  trench's  bound, 
Pufii'd  at  the  bank  :  down  funk  th'  enormous  mound  : 
Roll'd  in  the  ditch  the  heapy  ruin  lay  ; 
A  fudden  road  !  a  long  and  ample  way. 
O'er  the  dread  foflfe  (a  late-impervious  fpace)         410 
Now  lieeds,  and  men,  and  cars,  tumultuous  pafs. 
The  wondering  crouds  the  downward  level  trod ; 
Before  them  flam'd  the  fliield,  and  march'd  the  God. 

Then 
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Then  with  his  hand  he  fhook  the  mighty  wall ; 
And  Id  !  the  turrets  nod,  the  bulwarks  fall.  415 

Eafy,  as  when  afhore  the  infant  ftands,  « 

And  draws  imagin'd  houfes  in  the  fands; 
The  fportive  wanton,  pleas'd  with  fome  new  play. 
Sweeps  the  flight  works  and  falhion'd  domes  away. 
Thus  vaniOi'd,  at  thy  touch,  the  towers  and  walls ;  420 
The  toil  of  thoufands  in  a  moment  falls. 

The  Grecians  gaze  around  with  wild  defpair, 
Confus'd,  and  weary  all  the  Powers  with  prayer  ; 
Exhort  their  men  with  praifes,  threats,  commands  ; 
And  urge  the  Gods,  with  voices,  eyes,  and  haiids.  42^ 
Experienc'd  Nellor  chief  obteRs  the  flcies. 
And  weeps  his  country  with  a  father's  eyes  : 

O  Jove  !  if  ever,  on  his  native  Ihore, 
One  Greek  enrich'd  thy  Ihrine  with  ofFer'd  gore  ; 
If  e'er,  in  hope  our  country  to  behold,  430 

We  paid  the  fatteft  firftlings  of  the  fold  ; 
If  e'er  tliou  fign'll  our  wifhes  with  thy  nod; 
Perform  the  promife  of  a  gracious  God  ! 
This  day,  preferve  our  navies  from  the  flame. 
And  fave  the  reliques  of  the  Grecian  name.  43  - 

Thus  pray'd  the  fage  :  th'  Eternal  gave  confent. 
And  peals  of  thunder  Ihook  the  firmament : 
Prefumptuous  ^loy  miftook  th'  accepting  fign. 
And  catch'd  new  fury  at  the  voice  divine. 
As,  when  black  tempells  mix  the  feas  and  ikies,     440 
The  roaring  deeps  in  watery  mountains  rife. 
Above  the  fides  of  fome  tall  fliip  afcend. 
Its  womb  tliey  deluge,  and  its  ribs  they  rend  ; 

Thus 
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Thus  loudly  roaring,  and,  o'cr-pov/ering  all, 

Mqunt  the  thick  Trojans  up  the  Grecian  v/all;    445 

Legions  on  legions  from  each  fide  arife  : 

Thick  found  the  keels  ;  the  ftorm  of  arrows  flies. 

Fierce  on  the  fliips  above,  the  cars  below, 

Thefe  wield  the  mace,  and  thofe  the  javelin  throw. 

While  thus  the  thunder  of  the  battle  rag'd,         450 
And  labouring  armies  round  the  works  engag'd  ; 
Still  in  the  tent  Patroclus  fat,  to  tend 
The  good  Eurypylus,  his  wounded  friend. 
He  fprinkles  healing  balms  to  anguifh  kind. 
And  adds  difcourle,  the  medicine  of  the  mind.    45^^ 
But  when  he  faw,  afcending  up  tlie  fleet, 
Vidorious  Troy  ;  then,  ftarting  from  his  feat. 
With  bitter  groans  his  forrows  he  expreft. 
He  wrings  his  hands,  he  beats  his  manly  bread. 
Though  yet  thy  ftate  requires  redrefs  (he  cries)      460 
Depart  I  muft  :  what  horrours  ftrike  my  eyes  ! 
Charg'd  with  Achilles'  high  commands  I  go, 
A  mournful  witnefs  of  this  fcene  of  woe  ; 
I  hafte  to  urge  him,  by  his  country's  care. 
To  rife  in  arms,  and  fiiiue  again  in  war.  46c 

Perhaps  forne  favouring  God  his  foul  may  bend  ; 
The  voice  is  powerful  of  a  faithful  friend. 

Ke  fpoke  ;  and  fpeaking,  fvvifter  than  the  wind 
Sprung  from  the  tent,  and  left  the  ward  behind. 
Th'  embody 'd  Greeks  the  fierce  attack  fuRain,        470 
But  flrive,  though  numerous,  to  rcpulfe  in  vain  ! 
Nor  could  the  Trojans,  through  that  firm  array. 
Force  to  the  fleet  and  tents  th'  impervious  way. 

As 
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As  when  a  fhipwright,  with  Palladian  art, 
Jifnooths  the  rough  wood,  and  levels  every  part;    47 j; 
With  equal  hand  he  guides  his  whole  defign. 
By  the  jufl  rule,  and  the  direfting  line  : 
The  martial  leaders,  with  like  Ikill  and  care, 
Preferv'd  their  line,  and  equal  kept  the  war. 
Brave  deeds  of  arms  through  all  the  ranks  were  try'd. 
And  every  fhip  fuftain'd  an  equal  tide. 
At  one  proud  bark,  high-towering  o'er  the  fleet, 
Ajax  the  great  and  god-like  Heftor  meet ; 
For  one  bright  prize  the  matchlefs  chiefs  contend  ; 
Nor  this  the  (hips  can  fire,   nor  that  defend  ;         485 
One  kept  the  fhore,  and  one  the  veflel  trod ; 
That  fix'd  as  Fate,  this  afted  by  a  God. 
The  fon  of  Clytius  in  his  daring  hand. 
The  deck  approaching,  ftiakes  a  flaming  brand  ; 
But  pierc'd  by  Telemon's  huge  lance  expires  ;      490 
Thundering  he  falls,  and  drops  th'  extinguifla'd  fires. 
Great  Heftor  view'd  him  with  a  fad  furvey. 
As  ftretch'd  in  dufl  before  the  ftern  he  lay. 
Oh  !  all  of  Trojan,  all  of  Lycian  race  ! 
Stand  to  your  arms,  maintain  this  arduous  fpace  :  49  j 
Lo  !  where  the  fon  of  royal  Clytius  lits ; 
Ah,  fave  his  arms,  fecure  his  obfequies ! 

This  faid,  his  eager  javelin  fought  the  foe : 
But  Ajax  (hunn'd  the  meditated  blow. 
Not  vainly  yet  the  forceful  lance  was  thrown  ;     5  oo 
It  ftretch'd  in  duft  unhappy  Lycophron  : 
An  exile  long,  fuftain'd  at   Ajax'  board, 
A  faithful  fervant  to  a  foreign  lord ; 
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In  peace,  In  war,  for  ever  at  his  fide. 

Near  his  lov'd  mafter,  as  he  liv'd,  he  dy'd.  50J 

From  the  high  poop  he  tumbles  on  the  fand, 

And  lies  a  lifelefs  load  along  the  land. 

With  anguifh  Ajax  views  the  piercing  fight. 

And  thus  inflames  his  brother  to  the  fight : 

Teucer,  behold!  extended  on  the  ftiore  ^io 

Our  friend,  our  lov'd  companion  !  now  no  more  ! 
Dear  as  a  parent,  with  a  parent's  care 
To  fight  our  wars,  he  left  his  native  air.    ■ 
This  death  deplor'd,  to  Hedlor's  rage  we  owe  ; 
Revenge,  revenge  it  on  the  cruel  foe.  <;i^ 

Where  are  thofe  darts  on  which  the  Fates  attend  ? 
And  where  the  bow,  which  Phoebus  taught  to  bend  ? 

Impatient  Teucer,  haftening  to  his  aid. 
Before  the  chief  his  ample  bow  difplay'd ; 

The  well-ftor'd  quiver  on  his  fhoulders  hung  :  ^20 
Then  hifs'd  his  arrow,  and  the  bow-ftring  fung. 
Clytus,  Pifenor's  fon,  renown'd  in  fame 
(To  thee,  Polydamas !  an  honoux'd  name) 
Drove  through  the  thickefl:  of  th'  embattled  plains 
The  ftartling  flieeds,  and  fhook  his  eager  reins.    525 
As  all  on  glory  ran  his  ardent  mind. 
The  pointed  death  arrefts  him  from  behind. 
Through  his  fair  neck  the  thrilling  arrow  flies ; 
In  youth's  firft  bloom  reludantly  he  dies. 
Hurl'd  from  the  lofty  feat,  at  diftanee  far,  jjo 

The  headlong  courfers  fpurn  his  ^mpty  car; 
Till  fad  Pol}'damas  the  fteeds   rcft;rain'd. 
And  gave,  Aftynous,  to  thy  careful  hand  ; 

Thea 
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Then,  fir'd  to  vengeance,  rufli'd  amidft  the  foe  ; 
Rage  edg'd  hisfword,  and  llrengthen'd  every  blow.  535 

Once  more  bold  Teucer,  in  his  country's  caufe. 
At  Heftor's  breaft  a  chofen  arrow  draws  ; 
And  had  the  v.eapon  found  the  deftin'd  way. 
Thy  fall,  great  Trojan !  had  renovvn'd  that  day. 
But  Heclor  was  not  doom'd  to  perifli  then:  5|0 

Th'  all-wife  Difpofer  of  the  fates  of  men 
(Imperial  Jove)  his  prefent  death  withflands ; 
Nor  was  fuch  glory  due  to  Teucer's  hands. 
At  its  full  ftretch  as  the  tough  firing  he  drew. 
Struck,  by  an  arm  unfeen,  it  burft  in  two  ;  545 

Down  dropp'd  the  bow  :  the  fliaft  with  brazen  head 
Fell  innocent,  and  on  the  dull  lay  dead. 
Th'  aftonifh'd  archer  to  great  Ajax  cries. 
Some  God  prevents  our  deftin'd  enterprize  ; 
Some  God,  propitious  to  the  Trojan  foe,  550 

Kas,  from  my  arm  unfailing,  ftruck  the  bow. 
And  broke  the  nerve  my  hands  had  twin'd  with  art. 
Strong  to  impel  the  flight  of  many  a  dart. 

Since  Heaven  commands  it  (Ajax  made  reply) 
Difmifs  the  bow,  and  lay  thy  arrows  by,  5  j'j 

(Thy  arms  no  lefs  fuffice  the  lance  to  wield) 
And  quit  the  quiver  for  the  ponderous  fliield  ; 
In  the  firll  ranks  indulge  thy  thirft  of  fame. 
Thy  brave  example  fliall  the  reft  inflame. 
Fierce  as  they  are,  by  long  fucceffes  vain,  j6o 

lo  force  our  fleet,  or  ev'n  a  fhip  to  gain, 
Aiks  toil,  and  Aveat,  and  blood  :  their  utmoft  might 
Shall  fmd  its  match — no  more  :    'tis  ours  to  fight. 
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Then  Teucer  laid  his  faithlefs  bow  afide  ; 
The  four- fold  buckler  o'er  his  {boulders  ty'd  ;         56^ 
On  his  brave  head  a  crefted  helm  he  plac'd. 
With  nodding  horfe-hair  formidably  grac'd  ; 
A  dart,  whofe  point  with  brafs  refulgent  fliines. 
The  warriour  wields ;  and  his  great  brother  joins. 

This  Heftor  faw,  and  thus  exprefs'd  his  joy  :    570 
Ye  troops  of  Lycia,  Dardanus,  and  Troy  ! 
Be  mindful  of  yourfelves,  your  ancient  fame. 
And  fpread  your  glory  vAth  the  navy's  flame. 
Jove  is  with  us  ;  I  faw  his  hand,  but  now. 
From  the  proud  archer  ftrike  his  vaunted  bow,       ^j  ^ 
Indulgent  Jove  !  how  plain  thy  favours  (hine. 
When  happy  nations  bear  the  m.arks  divine  ! 
How  eafy  then,  to  fee  the  finking  itate 
Of  realms  accurfl,  deferted,  reprobate  ! 
Such  is  the  fate  of  Greece,  and  fuch  is  ours.         ^So 
Behold,  ye  warriours,  and  exert  your  powers. 
Death  is  the  worll ;  a  fate  which  all  muft  try  ; 
And,  for  our  country,  'tis  a  blifs  to  die. 
The  gallant  man,  though  flain  in  fight  he  be. 
Yet  leaves  his  nation  fafe,  his  children  free  ;         585 
Entails  a  debt  on  all  the  grateful  ftate  ; 
His  own  brave  friends  Ihall  glory  in  his  fate ; 
His  Vv-ife  live  honour'd,  all  his  race  fucceed ; 
And  late  pofterity  enjoy  the  deed  ! 

This  rouz'd  the  foul  in  every  Trojan  breaft.        590 
The  god-like  Ajax  next  his  Greeks  addreft  : 

Hov/  long,  ye  warriours  of  the  Argive  race 
(To  generous  Argos  what  a  dire  difgrace  '•) 

How 
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How  long,  on  thefe  curs'd  confines  will  ye  He, 
Yet  undetermin'd,  or  to  live,  or  die  I  59  j; 

What  hopes  remain,  what  methods  to  retire. 
If  once  your  veffels  catch  the  Trojan  fire  ? 
Mark  how  the  flames  approach,  how  near  they  fall. 
How  Heftor  calls,  and  Troy  obeys  his  call ! 
Not  to  the  dance  that  dreadful  voice  invites,  600 

It  calls  to  death,  and  all  the  rage  of  fights. 
*Tis  now  no  time  for  wifdom  or  debates ; 
To  your  own  hands  are  trufted  all  your  fates ; 
And  better  far,  in  one  decifive  ftrife. 
One  dayfhould  end  our  labour,  or  our  life  ;  605 

Than  keep  this  hard-got  inch  of  barren  fands. 
Still  prefs'd,  and  prefs'd  by  fuch  inglorious  hands. 

The  liftenlng  Grecians  feel  their  leader's  flame, 
And  every  kindling  bofom  pants  for  fame. 
Then  mutual  flaughters  fpread  on  either  fide  ;        610 
By  Heftor  here  the  Phocian  Schedius  dy'd  ; 
There,  pierc'd  by  Ajax,  funk  Laodamas, 
Chief  of  the  foot,  of  old  Anrenor's  race. 
Polydamas  laid  Otus  on  the  fand. 
The  fierce  commander  of  th'  Epian  band.  6j  c 

His  lance  bold  Meges  at  the  viftor  threw  ; 
The  viftor,  fliooping,  from  the  death  withdrew, 
(That  valued  life,  O  Phoebus,  was  thy  care)  ; 
But  Croefmus'  bofom  took  the  flying  fpear  : 
His  corpfe  fell  bleeding  on  the  flippery  fhore  ;       630 
His  radiant  arms  triumphant  Meges  bore. 
]')olops,  the  fon  of  Lampus,  rufhes  on. 
Sprung  from  the  race  of  old  Laomedon, 
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And  fam'd  for  prowefs  in  a  well-fought  field  ; 

He  pierc'd  the  centre  of  his  founding  fhicld  ;  62^ 

But  Meges  Phyleus'  ample  breaft-plate  wore 

(Well-known  in  fight  on  Selles'  winding  fnore  ; 

For  king  Euphetcs  gave  the  golden  mail, 

Compaft,  and  firm  with  many  a  jointed  fcale)  ; 

Which  oft,  in  cities  ftorm'd,  and  battles  won,       630 

Had  fav'd  the  father,  and  now  faves  the  fon. 

Full  at  the  Trojan's -head  he  urg'd  his  lance. 

Where  the  high  plumes  above  the  helmet  dance. 

New  ting'd  with  Tyrian  dye  :  in  duft  below. 

Shorn  from  the  creft,  the  purple  honours  glow.      635 

Meantime  their  fight  the  Spartan  king  furvey'd. 

And  ftood  by  Meges'  lide,  a  fudden  aid. 

Through  Dolops'  fnoulder  urg'd  his  forceful  dart. 

Which  held  its  paffage  through  the  panting  heart. 

And  iiTued  at  his  breaft.  With  thundering  found  64.0 

The  warriour  falls,  extended  on  the  ground. 

In  rufh  the  conquering  Greeks  to  fpoil  the  flain  : 

But  Heftor's  voice  excites  his  kindred  train  ; 

The  hero  moil;,  from  Hicetaon  fprung, 

Fierce  Melanippus,  gallant,  brave,  and  young.      64.5: 

He  (ere  to  Troy  the  Grecians  crofs'd  the  main) 

Fed  his  large  oxen  on  Percote's  plain  ; 

Eut  when,  opprefs'd,  his  country  claim 'd  his  care, 

Return'd  to  Ilion,  and  excell'd  in  war  ; 

For  this,  in  Priam's  court,  he  held  his  place,        650 

Eelov'd  no  lefs  than  Priam's  royal  race. 

Him  Hefior  fingled,  as  his  troops  he  led. 

And  thus  inilam'd  him,  pointing  to  the  dead  : 

Lo, 
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Lo,  Melanippus !  lo  where  Dolops  lies ; 
And  is  it  thus  our  royal  kinfman  dies ;  6^^ 

O'ermatch'd  he  falls  ;  to  two  at  once  a  prey. 
And  lo  !  they  bear  the  bloody  arms  avray  ! 
Come  on — a  diftant  war  no  longer  wage. 
But  hand  to  hand  thy  country's  foes  engage  : 
Till  Greece  at  once,  and  ail  her  glory  end  ;  660 

Or  llion  from  her  towery  height  defcend, 
Heav'd  from  the  loweft  ftone  ;  and  bury  all 
In  one  fad  fepulchre,  one  common  fall. 

Hedlor  (this  faid)  rufn'd  forward  on  the  foes  : 
With  equal  ardour  Melanippus  glows  :  66c 

Then  Ajax  thus — Oh  Greeks !  refpeft  your  fame, 
Refpeft  yourfelves,  and  learn  an  honeft  fliame  : 
Let  mutual  reverence  mutual  warmth  infpire. 
And  catch  from  breaft  to  breaft  the  noble  fire. 
On  valour's  fide  the  odds  of  combat  lie,  67a 

The  brave  live  glorious,  or  lamented  die  ; 
The  wretch  that  trembles  in  the  field  of  fame. 
Meets  death,  and  worfe  than  death,  eternal  fliame. 

His  generous  fenfe  he  not  in  ^■ain  imparts ; 
It  funk,  and  rooted  in  the  Grecian  hearts  ;  675 

They  join,  they  throng,  they  thicken  at  his  call. 
And  flank  the  navy  with  a  brazen  wall ; 
Shields  touching  fliields,  in  order  blaze  above. 
And  flop  the  Trojans,  though  impell'd  by  Jove. 
The  fiery  Spartan  firfl:,  with  loud  applaufe,  6S0 

V/arms  the  bold  fon  of  Neilor  in  his  caufe  : 
Is  there  (he  faid)  in  arms  a  youth  like  you. 
So  flrong  to  fight,  fo  aftive  to  purfue  ? 
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Why  ftand  you  diftant,  nor  attempt  a  deed.? 

Lift  the  bold  lance,  and  make  fome  Trojan  bleed.  6S^ 

He  faid  ;  and  backvrard  to  the  lines  retir'd  ; 
Forth  rufh'd  the  5^outh,  with  martial  fury  fir'd. 
Beyond  the  foremoft  ranks ;  his  lance  he  threw, 
And  round  the  black  battalions  call  his  view. 
The  troops  of  Troy  recede  with  fudden  fear,         690 
While  the  fwift  javelin  hifs'd  along  in  air. 
Advancing  Melanippus  met  the  dart 
With  his  bold  breaft,  and  felt  it  in  his  heart: 
Thundering  he  falls  ;  his  falling  arms  refound, 
And  his  broad  buckler  rings  againft  the  ground.    695 
The  viftor  leaps  upon  his  proftrate  prize  : 
Thus  on  a  roe  the  well-breath'd  beagle  fiies. 
And  rends  his  fide,  frelh-bleeding  with  the  dart 
The  diftant  hunter  fent  into  his  heart. 
Obferving  Heftor  to  the  refcue  flew  ;  -yoo 

Bold  as  he  was,  Antilochus  withdrew. 
So  when  a  favage,  ranging  o'er  the  plain, 
Has  torn  the  fhepherd's  dog,  or  fnepherd  fwain  ; 
While,  confcious  of  the  deed,  he  glares  around. 
And  hears  the  gathering  multitude  refound,  705 

Timely  he  flies  the  yet-untafted  food. 
And  gains  the  friendly  flicker  of  the  wood. 
So  fears  the  youth  ;  all  Troy  with  fliouts  purfue, 
While  fi:ones  and  darts  in  m.ingled  tempefts  flew ; 
But,  enter'd  in  the  Grecian  ranks,  he  turns  710 

His  manly  breaft,  and  with  new  fury  burns. 

Now  on  the  fleet  the  tides  of  Trojans  drove. 
Fierce  to  fulfil  the  ftern  decrees  of  Jove  : 

The 
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The  Sire  of  Gods,  confirming  Thetis'  prayer. 
The  Grecian  ardour  quench'd  in  deep  defpair  ;      71  r 
But  lifts  to  glory  Troy's  prevailing  bands. 
Swells  all  their  hearts,  and  ftrengthens  all  their  hands. 
On  Ida's  top  he  waits  with  longing  eyes. 
To  view  the  navy  blazing  to  the  Ikies ; 
Then,  nor  till  then,  the  fcale  of  war  fhall  turn,     720 
The  Trojans  fly,  and  conquer'd  Ilion  burn. 
Thefe  fates  revolv'd  in  his  almighty  mind. 
He  raifes  Heftor  to  the  work  defign'd. 
Bids  him  with  more  than  mortal  fury  glow. 
And  drives  him,  like  a  lightning,  on  the  foe.        72^ 
So  Mars,  when  human  crimes  for  vengeance  call. 
Shakes  his  huge  javelin,  and  whole  armies  fall. 
Not  with  more  rage  a  conflagration  rolls. 
Wraps  the  vail:  mountains,  and  involves  the  poles. 
He  foams  with  wrath  ;  beneath  his  gloomy  brow  730 
Like  fiery  meteors  his  red  eye-balls  glow  : 
The  radiant  helmet  on  his  temples  burns,  ^' 

Waves  when  he  nods,  and  lightens  as  he  turns : 
For  Jove  his  fplendour  round  the  chief  had  thrown. 
And  caft  the  blaze  of  both  the  hofts  on  one.  735 

Unhappy  glories !  for  his  fate  was  near. 
Due  to  ftem  Pallas,  and  Pelides'  fpear : 
Yet  Jove  deferr'd  the  death  he  was  to  pay. 
And  gave  what  Fate  allow 'd,  the  honours  of  a  day  ! 

Now,  all  on  fire  for  fame  his  breaft,  his  eyes     740 
Burn  at  each  foe,  and  f.ngle  every  prize  ; 
Still  at  the  clofeft  ranks,  the  thickeft  fight. 
He  points  his  ardour,  and  exerts  his  might. 

The 
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The  Grecian  phalanx  movelefs  as  a  tower 

On  all  fides  batter'd,  yet  refifts  his  power  :  74^ 

So  fome  tall  rock  o'erhangs  the  hoary  main. 

By  winds  affail'd,  by  billows  beat  in  vain ; 

Unmov'd  it  hears,  above,  the  tempeft  blow. 

And  feer,  the  watery  mountains  break  below. 

Girt  in  furrounding  flames,  he  feems  to  fall,        750 

Like  fire  from  Jove,  and  burfts  upon  them  all  : 

Eurfts  as  a  wave  that  from  the  clouds  impends. 

And  fwell'd^'ith  tempers  on  the  fiiip  defcends ; 

White  are  the  decks  with  foam  ;  the  winds  aloud 

Howl  o'er  the  mafts,  and  fing  through  every  fhroud  : 

Pale,  trem.bling,  tir'd,  the  failors  freeze  with  fears  ; 

And  iivftant  death  on  every  w^ave  appears. 

So  pale  the  Greeks  the  eyes  of  Heftor  meet. 

The  chief  fj  tliunders,  and  fo  fhakes  the  fleet. 

As  when  a  lion  rufliing  from  his  den,  760 

Am,idft  the  plain  of  fome  wide-water'd  fen 
(Where  numerous  oxen,  as  at  eafe  they,  feed. 
At  large  expatiate  o'er  the  ranker  mead  ;) 
Leaps  on  the  herds  beiore  the  herdfman's  eyes : 
The  trembling  herdfman  far  to  diftance  flies :         765 
Some  lordly  bull   (tlie  reii  difpers'd  and  fled) 
He  fingles  out ;  arreits,  and  lays  him  dead. 
Thus  from  the  rage  of  Jove-like  Heftor  flew 
All  Greece  in  heaps;  but  one  he  feiz'd,  and  flew  : 
Mycenian  Periphes,  a  mighty  name,  770 

In  wifdom  great,  in  arms  well  known  to  fame  ; 
The  minifl;er  of  ft:ern  Euryftheus'  ire, 
Againfc  Alcides,  Corprsus  was  his  fire  : 

The 
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The  fon  redeem'd  the  honours  of  the  race, 
A  fon  as  generous  as  the  fire  was  bafe;  -7-7^ 

O'er  all  his  country's  youth  confpicuous  far 
In  every  virtue,  or  of  peace  or  war  : 
But  doom'd  to  Heftor's  ftronger  force  to  yield ! 
Againft  the  margin  of  his  ample  fhield 
He  ftruck  his  hafty  foot  :  his  heels  up  fprung;      -780 
Supine  he  fell ;  his  brazen  helmet  rung. 
On  the  fall'n  chief  th'  invading  Trojan  preft. 
And  plung'd  the  pointed  javelin  in  his  bread. 
His  circling  friends,  who  ftrove  to  guard  too  late 
Th'  unhappy  hero,  fled,  or  fhar'd  his  fate.  -7  8  c 

Chac'd  from  the  forenioft  line,  the  Grecian  train 
Now  man  the  next,  receding  tow'rd  the  main  : 
Wedg'd  in  one  body  at  the  tents  they  ftand, 
Wall'd  round  with  Herns,  a  gloomy  defperate  band. 
Now  manly  fhame  forbids  th'  inglorious  flight ;     -ygo 
Now  fear  itfelf  confines  them  to  the  fight  : 
Man  courage  breathes  in  man  ;  but  Nefior  moft 
(The  fage  preferver  of  the  Grecian  holl) 
Exhorts,  adjures,  to  guard  thefe  utmofl:  fnores; 
And  by  their  parents,  by  themfelves,  implores.    79  j 

O  friends  !  be  men  :  your  generous  breafts  inflame 
With  equal  honour,  and  with  mutual  fhame  ? 
Think  of  your  hopes,  your  fortunes ;  all  the  care 
Your  wives,  your  infants,  and  your  parents,  fhare  : 
Think  of  each  living  father's  reverend  head  :         800 
Think  of  each  anceftor  with  glory  dead  ; 
Abfent,  by  me  they  fpeak,  by  me  they  fue ; 
They  a(k  their  fafety,  and  their  fame,  from  you  :    . 

■       The 
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The  Gods  their  fates  on  this  one  aftion  lay. 

And  all  are  loft,  if  you  defert  the  day.  805 

He  fpoke,  and  round  him  breath'd  heroic  fires  ; 
Minerva  feconds  what  the  fage  infpires. 
The  mift  of  darknefs  Jove  around  them  threw 
She  clear'd,  reftoring  all  the  war  to  view; 
A  fudden  ray  Ihot  beaming  o'er  the  plain,  810 

And  fhew'd  the  fhores,  the  navy,  and  the  main  : 
Heftor  they  faw,  and  all  who  fly,  or  fight. 
The  fcene  wide-opening  to  the  blaze  of  light. 
Firft  of  the  field  great  Ajax  ftrikes  their  eyes. 
His  port  majeftic,  and  his  ample  iize  :  815 

A  ponderous  mace  with  ftuds  of  iron  crown'd. 
Full  twenty  cubits  long,  he  fwings  around  ; 
Nor  fights,  like  ethers,  fix'd  to  certain  ftands. 
But  looks  a  moving  tower  above  the  bands  ; 
High  on  the  decks,  with  vaft  gigantic  ftride,         820 
The  god-like  hero  ftalks  from  fide  to  fide. 
So  when  a  horfeman  from  the  watery  mead 
{Skill'd  in  the  manage  of  the  bounding  fteed) 
Drives  four  fair  courfers,  praftis'd  to  obey, 
*Xo  fome  great  city  through  the  public  way  ;  825 

Safe  in  his  art,  as  fide  by  fide  they  run. 
He  (hifts  his  feat,  and  vaults  from  one  to  one  ; 
And  now  to  this,  and  now  to  that  he  flies ; 
Admiring  numbers  follow  with  their  eyes. 

From  fhip  to  fliip  thus  Ajax  fwiftly  flew,  8^0 

No  Icfs  the  wonder  of  the  v,-arring  crew. 
As  furious  Heftor  thunder'd  threats  aloud. 
And  rulhi'd  enrag'd  before  the  Trojan  croud  ; 

Then 
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Then  fwift  invades  the  fhips,  whofe  beaky  prores 
Lay  rank'd  contiguous  on  the  bending  fliores :       835'  , 
So  the  ftrong  eagle  from  his  airy  height. 
Who  marks  the  fwans'  or  cranes'  embody 'd  flight. 
Stoops  down  impetuous,  while  they  light  for  food. 
And,  ftooping,  darkens  with  his  v,'ings  the  flood. 
Jove  leads  him  on  with  his  almighty  hand,  840 

And  breathes  fierce  fpirits  in  his  following  band. 
The  warring  nations  meet,  the  battle  roars. 
Thick  beats  the  combat  on  the  founding  prores. 
Thou  wouldft  have  thought,  fo  furious  was  their  fire. 
No  force  could  tame  them,  and  no  toil  could  tire ;  845 
As  if  new  vigour  from  new  fights  they  won. 
And  the  long  battle  was  but  then  begun. 
Greece  yet  unconquer'd,  kept  alive  the  war. 
Secure  of  death,  confiding  in  defpair; 
Troy  in  proud  hopes,  already  view'd  the  main      850 
Bright  with  the  blaze,  and  red  with  heroes  Ilain  I 
Like  flrength  is  felt  from  hope  and  from  defpair. 
And  each  contends,  as  his  were  all  the  war. 

'Twas  thou,  bold  Keftor  !  whofe  refiftlefs  hand 
Firft  feiz'd  a  fhip  on  that  contefted  ftrand  ;  S^^ 

The  fame  which  dead  Protefilalis  bore. 
The  firft  that  touch'd  th'  unhappy  Trojan  ftiore  : 
For  this  in  arms  the  warring  nations  flood. 
And  bath'd  their  generous  breafts  with  mutual  blood. 
No  room  to  poize  the  lance  or  bend  the  bow ;       860 
But  hand  to  hand,  and  man  to  man,  they  grow  : 
Wounded  they  wound  ;  and  feek  each  other's  hearts 
W'iih  falchions,  axes,  fwords,  and  fhoxten'd  darts. 
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The  falchions  ring,  fliields  rattle,  axes  found. 
Swords  fla(h  in  air,  or  glitter  on  the  ground  ;  S6^ 

With  ilreaming  blood  the  flippery  fhores  are  dy'd. 
And  flaughter'd  heroes  fwell  the  dreadful  tide.. 

Still  raging  Heftor  with  his  ample  hand 
Grafps  the  high  ftern,  and  gives  this  loud  command  : 

Hafte,  bring  the  flames !  the  toil  of  ten  long  years  870 
Is  finifti'd  !  and  the  day  defir'd  appears ! 
This  happy  day  with  acclamations  greet. 
Bright  with  deftrudtion  of  yon  hoftile  fleet. 
The  coward  counfels  of  a  timorous  throng 
Of  reverend  dotards,  check'd  our  glorj'  long  :        875 
Too  long  Jove  luU'd  us  with  lethargic  charms. 
But  now  in  peals  of  thunder  calls  to  arms : 
In  this  great  day  he  crowns  our  full  defires. 
Wakes  all  our  force,  and  feccnds  all  our  fires. 

He  fpoke — the  warriours,  at  his  fierce  command,  880 
Pour  a  new  deluge  on  the  Grecian  band. 
Ev'n  Ajax  paus'd  (fo  thick  the  javelins  fly) 
Stepp'd  back,  and  doubted  or  to  live,  or  die. 
Yet  where  the  oars  are  plac'd,  he  Hands  to  wait 
What  chief  approaching  dares  attempt  his  fate  :     88^ 
Ev'n  to  the  lait,  his  naval  charge  defends. 
Now  (hakes  his  fpear,  now  lifts,  and  now  protends ; 
Ev'n  yet,  the  Greeks  v/ith  piercing  ihouts  infpires, 
Amidft  attacks,  and  deaths,  and  darts,  and  fires. 

O  friends  !  O  heroes !  names  for  ever  dear,        Sgo 
Once  fons  of  Mars,  and  thunderbolts  of  war  ! 
Ah!  yet  be  mindful  of  your  old  renown. 
Your  great  forefathers'  \  irtues  and  your  own. 

What 
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"What  aids  expeft  you  in  this  utmoft  ftrait  ? 
What  bulwarks  rifing  between  you  and  fate  ?  8g^ 

No  aids,  no  bulwarks,  your  retreat  attend  ; 
No  friends  to  help,  no  city  to  defend. 
This  fpot  is  all  you  have,  to  lofe  or  keep ; 
There  ftand  the  Trojans,  and  here  rolls  the  deep. 
'Tis  hoftile  ground  you  tread ;  your  native  lands  900 
Far,  far  from  hence  :  your  fates  are  in  your  hands. 
Raging  he  fpoke  ;  nor  farther  waftes  his  breath. 
But  turns  his  javelin  to  the  work  of  death. 
Whate'er  bold  Trojan  arm'd  his  daring  hands, 
Againft  the  fable  lliips,  with  flaming  brands,         905 
So  well  the  chief  his  naval  weapon  fped. 
The  lucklefs  warriour  at  his  ftern  lay  dead  ; 
Full  twelve,  the  boldeft,  in  a  moment  fell. 
Sent  by  great  Ajax  to  the  (hades  of  hell. 
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ARGUMENT. 


The  fixtli  Battle  :  the  Ads  and  Death  of  Patrcclus. 

PATROCLUS  (in  purfuance  of  the  requeft  of  Neftor 
in  the  eleventh  book)  entreats  Achilles  to  fufFcr  him 
to  go  to  the  affillance  of  the  Greeks  with  Achilles' 
troops  and  armour.  He.  agrees  to  it ;  but  at  the 
fame  time  charges  him  to  content  himfelf  with  ref- 
cuing  the  fleets  without  farther  purfuit  of  the  ene- 
my.  The  armour,  horfes,  foldiers,  and  officers  of 
Achilles  are  defcribed.  Achilles  offers  a  libation 
for  the  fuccefs  of  his  friend,  after  which  Patroclus 
kads  the  Myrmidons  to  battle.  The  Trojans,  at 
the  fight  of  Patroclus  in  Achilles 's  armour,  taking 
him  for  that  hero,  are  call  into  the  utmofl  confter- 
nation  :  he  beats  them  oft  from  the  vefl'els.  Hec- 
tor himfelf  flies.  Sarpedon  is  killed,  though  Jupi- 
ter was  averfe  to  his  fate.  Several  other  particulars 
of  the  battle  are  defcribed  ;  in  the  heat  of  which, 
Patroclus,  negledling  the  orders  of  Achilles,  pur- 
fues  the  foe  to  the  walls  of  Troy ;  where  Apollo 
repulfes  and  difarms  him,  Euphorbus  wounds  him, 
suid  Heftor  kills  kira  :  v\  hich  concludes  the  book. 
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So  warr'd  bch  armies  on  th'  enfanguin'd  iliore, 
While  the  black  veffels  fmok'd  with  human  £ore. 
Meantime  Patroclus  to  Achilles  flies ; 
The  ftreaming  tears  fall  copious  from  his  eyes ; 
Not  failer  trickling  to  the  plains  below,  ^ 

From  the  tall  rock  the  fable  waters  flow. 
Divine  Felides,  v,dth  corapaiTion  moA^'d, 
Thus  fpoke,  indulgent  to  his  befl-belov'd  : 

Patrcclus,  fay,  what  grief  thy  bofom  bears. 
That  flows  fo  faft  in  thefe  unmanly  tears  ?  jo 

No  girl,  no  infant,  whom  the  mother  keeps 
From  her  lov'd  breafl-,  with  fonder  pailion  weeps ; 
Not  more  the  mother's  foul  that  infant  warms. 
Clung  to  her  knees,  and  reaching  at  her  arms. 
Than  thou  haft  mine  !  Oh  tell  me,  to  what  end        ;  r 
Thy  melting  forrows  thus  purfue  thy  friend  ? 

Griev'il:  thou  for  me,  or  for  my  martial  harxd  ? 
Or  come  fad  tidings  from  our  native  land  ? 
Our  fathers  live  (our  firft,  moft  tender  care} 
Thy  good  Menostius  breathes  the  vital  air,  20 

And  hoary  Peleus  yet  extends  his  days ; 
Pleas'd  in  their  age  to  hear  thsir  childrens'  pra'ife. 

Hz  Or 
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Cr  may  fome  meaner  caufe  thy  pity  claim  ! 
Perhaps  yon  reliques  of  the  Grecian  name, 
Doom'd  in  their  fliips  to  fink  by  fire  and  fword,     2  5 
And  pay  the  forfeit  of  their  haughty  lord  ? 
Whate'er  the  caufe,  reveal  thy  fecret  care. 
And  fpcak  thofe  forrovvs  which  a  friend  would  fhare. 

A  figh,  that  inftant,  from  his  bofom  broke. 
Another  follow'd,  and  Patroclus  fpoke  :  30 

Let  Greece  at  length  with  pity  touch  thy  breaft, 
Thyfelf  a  Greek;  and,  once,  of  Greeks  thebeft! 
Lo !  every  chief  that  might  her  fate  prevent. 
Lies  pierc'd  with  wounds,  and  bleeding  in  his  tent. 
Eurypylus,  Tydides,  Atreus'  fon  35    7 

And  wife  UlyfTes,  at  the  navy  groan,  ?• 

More  for  their  country's  wounds  than  for  their  own.  •* 
Their  pain,  foft  arts  of  pharmacy  can  eafe. 
Thy  breaft  alone  no  lenitives  appeafe. 

May  never  rage  like  thine  my  foul  enfiave,         40 
O  o-reat  in  vain !  unprofitably  brave ! 
Thy  country  flighted  in  her  laft  diftrefs, 
What  friend,  what  man,  from  thee  {hall  hope  redrefs? 
JsJo — men  unborn,  and  ages  yet  behind. 
Shall  curfe  that  fierce,  that  unforgiving  mind.         4^ 

O  man  unpitying  !  if  of  man  thy  race  ; 
But  fure  thou  fpring'ft  not  from  a  foft  embracCi 
Nor  ever  amorous  hero  caus'd  thy  birth. 
Nor  ever  tender  Goddefs  brought  thee  forth. 
Some  rugged  rock's  hard  entrails  gave  thee  form,     ^o 
And  raging  feas  produc'd  thee  in  a  ftorm, 
A  foul  well-fuiting  that  tempeftuous  kind. 
So  rough  tliy  manners,  fo  untam'd.  thy  mind, 
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If  fome  dire  oracle  thy  breafl:  alarm. 
If  aught  from  Jove,  or  Thetis,  ftop  thy  arm,  ^j 

Some  beam  of  comfort  yet  on  Greece  may  fhine. 
If  I  but  lead  the  Myrmidonian  line  : 
Clad  in  thy  dreadful  arms  if  I  appear, 
Proud  Troy  (hall  tremble,  and  defert  the  war  : 
Without  thy  perfon  Greece  fhall  win  the  day,  60 

And  thy  mere  image  chace  her  foes  away. 
Prefs'd  by  frefli  forces,  her  o'erlabour'd  train 
Shall  quit  the  fhips,  and  Greece  refpire  again. 

Thus,  blind  to  Fate !  with  fupplicating  breath. 
Thou  begg'ft  his  arms,  and  in  his  arms  thy  death.  6c 
Unfortunately  good !  a  boding  ligh 
Thy  friend  return'd  ;  and  with  it,  this  reply  : 

Patroclus  !  thy  Achilles  knows  no  fears  ; 
Nor  words  from  Jove,  nor  oracles,  he  hears ; 
Nor  aught  a  mother's  caution  can  fuggeft ;  'jo 

The  tyrant's  pride  lies  rooted  in  my  breaft. 
My  wrongs,  my  wrongs,  my  conftant  thought  engap-e, 
Thofe,  my  fole  oracles,  infpire  my  rage  : 
I  made  him  tyrant :  gave  him  pov.-er  to  wrong 
Ev'n  me  :  I  felt  it ;  and  fliali  feel  it  long.  'j^ 

The  maid,  my  black-ey'd  maid,  he  forc'd  away. 
Due  to  the  toils  of  many  a  well-fought  day  ; 
Due  to  my  conqueft  of  her  father's  reign  ; 
Due  to  the  votes  of  all  the  Grecian  train. 
I'rom  me  he  forc'd  her;  me,  the  bold  and  brave;  80 
]j!ifgrac'd,  difhonour'd,  like  the  meaneft  Have. 
But  bear  we  this — the  wrongs  I  grieve  are  pall ; 
'lis  time  our  fury  flwuld  relent  at  iaft  ; 
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I  fix'd  its  date ;  the  day  I  wifh'd  appears : 

Now  Heiftor  to  my  fhips  his  battle  bears,         85 

The  flames  my  eyes,  the  fhouts  invade  my  cars. 

Go,  then,  Patroclus  !  court  fair  honour's  charms 

In  Troy's  fam'd  fields,  and  in  Achilles'  arms : 

Lead  forth  my  martial  Myrmidons  to  fight. 

Go,  fave  the  fleets,  and  conquer  in  my  right.         go 

See  the  thin  reliques  of  their  baffled  band. 

At  the  lail  edge  of  yon  deferted  land  ! 

Behold  all  Ilion  on  their  fliips  defcends ; 

How  the  cloud  blackens,  how  the  ilorm  impends ! 

It  was  not  thus,  when,  at  my  fight  amaz'd,  o^ 

Troy  faw  and  trembled,  as  this  helmet  blaz'd  : 

Had  not  th'  injurious  king  our  friendfliip  loft. 

Yon  ample  trench  had  bury'd  half  her  hoft. 

No  camps,  no  bulwarks,  now  the  Trojans  fear  ; 

Thofe  are  not  dreadful,  no  Achilles  there  :  100 

No  longer  flames  the  lance  of  Tydeus'  fon  ; 

No  more  your  general  calls  his  heroes  on; 

Heftor  alone  I  hear ;  his  dreadful  breath 

Commands  your  flaughter,  or  proclaims  your  death. 

Yet  now,  Patroclus,  iflue  to  the  plain  :  1 05 

Now  fave  the  fliips,  the  rifing  fires  reftrain. 

And  give  the  Greeks  to  vifit  Greece  again. 

But  heed  my  words,  and  mark  a  friend's  command. 

Who  trufts  his  fame  and  honours  in  thy  hand. 

And  from  thy  deeds  expefts,  th'  Achaian  hoft        1 1  o 

Shall  render  back  the  beauteous  maid  he  loft. 

Rage  uncontrol'd  through  all  the  hoftile  -.rew. 

But  touch  net  Heftor,  Hettor  is  my  due. 

Though 
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Thouo-li  Jove  in  thunder  fliould  command  the  war  ; 
Be  jiift,  confult  my  glory,  and  forbear  :  115 

The  fleet  once  fav"d,  deiift  from  farther  chace. 
Nor  lead  to  Ilion's  wails  the  Grecian  race  ; 
Some  adverfe  God  thy  rafhnefs  may  deftroy ; 
Some  God,  like  Phoebus,  ever  kind  to  Troy. 
Let  Greece,  redeem'd  from  this  deftrudive  ftralt,  120 
Do  her  own  work ;  and  leave  the  reft  to  Fate. 
Oh  !  vv'ould  to  all  th'  immortal  Powers  above, 
Apollo,  Pallas,  and  alniighty  Jove, 
That  not  one  Trojan  might  be  left  alive. 
And  not  a  Greek  of  all  the  race  furvive  ;  125 

Might  only  we  the  vaft  deftrudlion  lliun. 
And  only  we  deftroy  th'  accurfed  town ! 

Such  conference  held  the  chiefs  ;  while  on  the  ftrand 
Great  Jove  with  conqueft  crown'd  the  Trojan  band. 
Ajax  no  more  the  founding  ftorm  fuftain'd,  j  jo 

So  thick  the  darts  an  iron  tempeft  rain'd : 
On  his  tir'd  arm  the  weighty  buckler  hung ; 
His  hollow  helm  with  f;illing  javelins  rung ; 
His  breath,  in  quick,  fhort  pantings,  comes  and  goes ; 
And  painful  fweat  from  all  his  members  flows.       135 
Spent  and  o"erpovver'd,  he  barely  breathes  at  moft; 
Yet  fcarce  an  army  ftirs  him  from  his  poft  : 
Dangers  on  dangers  all  around  him  grow. 
And  toil  to  toil,  and  woe  fucceeds  to  woe. 

Say,  Mufes,  thron'd  above  the  ftarry  frame,       1^0 
How  ilrft  the  navy  blaz'd  v/ith  Trojan  flame  ? 

Stern  Heftor  wav'd  his  fword  :  and  ftanding  near 
Where  furious  Ajax  ply'd  his  alhen  fpear, 
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Full  on  the  lance  a  ftroke  fo  juftly  fped. 
That  the  broad  falchion  lopp'd  its  brazen  head  :     14.5 
His  pointlefs  fpear  the  warriour  Ihakes  in  vainj 
The  brazen  head  fails  founding  on  the  plain. 
Great  Ajax  faw,  and  own'd  the  hand  divine, 
Confeffing  Jove,  and  trembling  at  the  fign  ; 
Warn'd,  he  retreats.     Then  fvvift  from  all  fides  pour 
The  hiffing  brands  ;  thick  ftreams  the  fiery  fhower  j 
O'er  the  high  ftern  the  curling  volumes  rife. 
And  fheets  of  rolling  fmoke  involve  the  Ikies. 

Divine  Achilles  vievi''d  the  rifing  flames. 
And  fmote  his  thigh,  and  thus  aloud  exclaims  :      1 55 
Arm,  arm,  Patrcclus  !  Lo,  the  blaze  afpires ! 
The  glowing  ocean  reddens  with  the  fires. 
Arm,  ere  our  veffels  catch  the  fpreading  flame  ; 
Arm,  ere  the  Grecians  be  no  more  a  name  ; 
I  hafce  to  bring  the  troops — the  hero  faid;  160 

The  friend  with  ardour  and  with  joy  obey'd. 

He  cas'd  his  limbs  in  brafs ;  and  firfl  around 
His  manly  legs  with  filver  buckles  bound 
The  clafping  greaves  ;  then  to  his  breaft  applies 
The  flamy  cuirafs,  of  a  thoufand  dyes  ;  1 65 

Emblaz'd  with  ftuds  of  gold  his  falchion  flione 
In  the  rich  belt,  as  in  a  flarry  zone  : 
Achilles'  ftiieid  his  ample  Ihoulders  fpread, 
Achilles'  helmet  nodded  o'er  his  head ; 
Adorn'd  in  all  his  terrible  array,  170 

He  fialla'd  around  intolerable  day. 
Alone,  untouch'd,  Pelides'  javelin  flands, 
Kot  to  be  pois'd  but  by  Pelides'  hands  j 

From 
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From  Pellon's  fhady  brow  the  plant  entire 
Old  Chiron  rent,  and  fhap'd  it  lor  his  fire  ;  17  j 

Whofe  fon's  great  arm  alone  the  weapon  wields. 
The  death  of  heroes,  and  the  dread  of  fields. 

Then  brave  Automedon  (an  honour'd  name. 
The  fecond  to  his  lord  in  love  and  fame. 
In  peace  his  friend,  and  partner  of  the  war)  180 

The  winged  courfers  harnefs'd  to  the  car  ; 

Xanthus  and  Balius,  of  immortal  breed. 
Sprung  from  the  wind,  and  like  the  wind  in  fpeed ; 
Whom  the  wing'd  Harpy,  fwift  Podarge,  bore. 
By  Zephyr  pregnant  on  the  breezy  fliore  :  1 85 

Swift  Pedafus  v/as  added  to  their  fide 
(Once  great  Action's,  now  Achilles'  pride) 
Who,  like  in  ftrength,  in  fwiftnefs,  and  in  grace, 
A  mortal  courfer,  match'd  th'  immortal  race. 

Achilles  fpeeds  from  tent  to  tent,  and  warms     i  go 
His  hardy  Myrmidons  to  blood  and  arras. 
All  breathing  death,  around  their  chief  they  ftand, 
A  grim   terrific  formidable  band  : 
Grim  as  voracious  wolves,  that  feek  the  fprings 
When  fcalding  thirft  their  burning  bowels  wrings  ;  195' 
When  fome  tall  ftag,  frefh-flaughter'd  in  the  wood, 
Has  drench'd  their  wide  infatiate  throats  with  blood. 
To  the  black  fount  they  rufh,  a  hideous  throng. 
With  paunch  diftended,  and  v.'ith  lolling  tongue. 
Fire  fills  their  eye,  their  black  jaws  belch  the  gore,  200 
And,  gorg'd  with  flaughter,  ftill  they  thirft  for  more. 
Like  furious  rufh'd  the  Myrmidonian  crew, 
Such  their  dread  ftrength,  and  fuch  their  deathful  view. 

High 
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High  in  the  midft  the  great  Achilles  Hands, 
Bireds  their  order,  and  the  war  commands.  20^ 

He,  lov'd  of  Jove,  had  launch'd  from  Ilion's  fliores 
Full  fifty  veflels,  mann'd  with  fifty  oars : 
Five  chofen  leaders  the  fierce  bands  obey, 
Hinifelf  fupreme  in  valour,  as  in  fway, 

Firft  niarch'd  Meneftheus,  of  celelHal  birth,       210 
Deriv'd  from  thee,  whofe  waters  ^vafli  the  earth. 
Divine  Spirchius !  Jove-defcending  flood  ! 
A  mortal  mother  mixing  with  a  God. 
Such  was  Meneftheus,  but  mifcall'd  by  fame 
The  fon  of  Borus,  that  efpous'd  the  dame.  215 

Eudorus  next ;  whom  Polymele  the  gay, 
Fam'd  in  the  graceful  dance,  produc'd  to  day. 
Her,  fly  Cellenius  lov'd,  on  her  would  gaze, 
As.withfwift  ilep  fhe  form'd  the  running  maze : 
To  her  high  chamber,  from  Diana's  quire,  220 

The  God  purfued  her,  urg'd,  and  crown'd  his  fire. 
The  fon  confefs'd  his  father's  heavenly  race. 
And  heir'd  his  mother's  fwiftnefs  in  the  chace. 
Strong  Echecleus,  bleft  in  all  thofe  charms 
That  pleas'd  a  God,  fucceeded  to  her  arms  ;  225 

Not  confcious  of  thofe  loves,  long  hid  from  fame. 
With  gifts  of  price  he  fought  and  won  the  dame ; 
Her  fecret' offspring  to  her  fire  fhe  bare  ; 
Her  fire  carefsd  him  with  a  parent's  care. 

Pifander  follow'd  ;  matchlefs  in  his  art  230 

To  wing  the  fpear,  or  aim  the  diftant  dart ; 
No  hand  fo  fure  of  all  th'  Emathian  line. 
Or  if  a  furer,  great  FatrocJus !  thine. 

The 
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The  fourth  by  Phoenix'  grave  command  was  grac'd ; 

Laerces'  valiant  offspring  led  the  laft,  255 

Soon  as  Achilles  with  fupericr  care 
Had  call'd  the  chiefs,  and  order'd  all  the  war. 
This  ftern  remembrance  to  his  troops  he  gave  : 
Ye  far-fam'd  Myrmidons,  ye  fierce  and  brave! 
Think  with  what  threats  you  dar'd  the  Trojan  throng. 
Think  what  reproach  thefe  ears  endur'd  fo  long, 
*•  Stern  fon  of  Peleus  !"   (thus  ye  us'd  to  fay. 
While,  reftlefs,  raging,  in  your  fliips  you  lay) 
*•  Oh  nurs'd  witii  gall,  unknowing  how  to  yield  ; 
**  Whofe  rage  defrauds  us  of  fo  fam'd  a  field  j       24^ 
**  If  that  dire  fury  muft  for  ever  burji, 
**  What  make  we  here  ?  Return  ;  ye  chiefs,  return  !" 
Such  were  your  words— Nov/,  v/arriours,  grieve  no  more. 
Lo  there  the  Trojans  !  bathe  your  fvvords  in  gore ! 
This  day  fhall  give  you  all  your  foul  demands  ;     250 
Glut  all  your  hearts !  and  weary  all  your  hands  ! 
Thus  while  he  rous'd  the  fire  in  every  breaft, 
Clofe,  and  more  clofe,  the  liftening  cohorts  preft ; 
Ranks  wedg'd  in  ranks  ;  of  arms  a  fteely  ring 
Still  grows,  and  fpreads,  and  thickens  round  the  king. 
As  when  a  circling  wall  the  builder  forms. 
Of  ftrength.  defenfive  againft  wind  and  ftorms. 
Compared  ftones  the  thickening  work  compofe. 
And  round  him  wide  the  rifing  ftrufture  grows : 
So  helm  to  helm,  and  creft  to  creft  they  throng,  260 
Shield  urg'd  on  (hield,  and  man  drove  man  along ; 
Thick,  undiftinguifli'd  plumes,  together  join'd. 
Float  in  one  fea,  and  wave  before  the  wind, 

Kar 
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Far  o'er  the  reft,  in  glittering  pomp  appear 
There  bold  Automedon,  Patroclus  here  ;  26^ 

Brothers  in  arms,  with  equal  fury  fir'd  ; 
Two  friends,  two  bodies  with  one  foul  infpir'd. 

But,  mindful  of  the  Gods,  Achilles  went 
To  the  rich  coffer  in  his  fnady  tent : 
There  lay  on  heaps  his  various  garments  roll'd,     270 
And  coftly  furs,  and  carpets  ftiff  with  gold 
(The  prefents  of  the  filver-footed  dame). 
From  thence  he  took  a  bowl,  of  antique  frame. 
Which  never  man  had  ftain'd  with  ruddy  wine. 
Nor  rais'd  in  offerings  to  the  Powers  divine,  27^ 

But  Peleus'  fon  ;  and  Peleus'  fon  to  none 
Had  rais'd  in  offerings,  but  to  Jove  alone. 
This  ting'd  with  fulphur,  facred  lirll  to  flame. 
He  purg'd  ;  and  waih'd  it  in  the  running  ftream. 
Then  cleans'd  his  hands ;  and,  fixing  for  a  fpace    280 
His  eyes  on  heaven,  his  feet  upon  the  place 
Of  facriiice,  the  purple  draught  he  pour'd 
Forth  in  the  midlt ;  and  thus  the  God  implor'd  : 

O  thou  Supreme  !  high-thron'd  all  height  above  ! 
Oh  great  Pelafgic,  Dodonsan  Jove  !  285. 

Who  'midft  furrounding  frofts,  and  vapours  chill, 
Prefid'ft  on  bleak  Dodona's  vocal  hill 
(Whofe  groves,  the  Selli,  race  auftere !  furround. 
Their  feet  unwafli'd,  their  flumbers  on  the  ground  ; 
Who  hear,  from  ruftling  oaks,  thy  dark  decrees  ;  290  . 
And  catch  the  fates,  low-whifper'd  in  the  breeze  :) 
Hear,  as  of  old  !  Thou  gav  ft,  at  Thetis'  prater. 
Glory  to  me,  and  to  the  Greeks  defpair. 

Lo, 
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Lo,  to  the  dangers  of  the  fighting  field 

The  bell,  the  deareft  of  my  friends,  I  yield  ;  295 

Though  ftill  determin'd,  to  my  fhips  confin'd ; 

Patroclus  gone,  I  ilay  but  half  behind. 

Oh  !  be  his  guard  thy  providential  care. 

Confirm  his  heart,  and  firing  his  arm  to  war : 

Prefs'd  by  his  fingle  force,  let  Heftor  fee  300 

His  fame  in  arms  not  owing  all  to  me. 

But  when  the  fleets  are  fav'd  from  foes  and  fire. 

Let  him  with  conqueft  and  renown  retire; 

Preferve  his  arms,  prcferve  his  focial  train. 

And  fafe  return  him  to  thefe  eyes  again  ;  30^^ 

Great  Jove  confents  to  half  the  chief's  requeft. 
But  Heaven's  eternal  doom  denies  the  reft  ; 
To  free  the  fleet,  was  granted  to  his  prayer  j 
His  fafe  return,  the  winds  difpers'd  in  air. 
Back  to  his  tent  the  ftern  Achilles  flics,  310 

And  waits  the  combat  with  impatient  eyes. 

Meanwhile  the  troops  beneath  Patroclus'  care 
Invade  the  I'rojans,  and  commence  the  war. 
As  wafps,  provok'd  by  children  in  their  play. 
Pour  from  their  manfions  by  the  broad  highway,    3 1  r 
In  fwarms  the  guiltlefs  traveller  engage. 
Whet  all  their  flings,  and  call  forth  all  their  rage  : 
All  rife  in  arms,  and  with  a  general  cry 
Aflfert  their  waxen  domes,  and  buzzing  progeny. 
Thus  from  the  tents  the  fervent  legion  fwarms,      320 
So  loud  their  clamour,  and  fo  keen  their  arms  ; 
Their  rifing  rage  Patroclus'  breath  infpires. 
Who  thus  inflames  them  with  heroic  fires : 

Oh 
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Oh  vvariiours,  partners  of  Achilles'  praife  ! 
Be  mindful  of  your  deeds  in  ancient  days  :  32^ 

Your  god-like  mafter  let  your  ads  proclaim. 
And  add  new  glories  to  his  mighty  name. 
Think,  your  Achilles  fees  you  fight :  be  brave. 
And  humble  the  proud  monarch  whom  you  fa\e. 

joyful  they  heard,  and,  kindling  as  he  fpoke,    330 
Flew  to  the  fleet,  involv'd  in  fire  and  fmoke. 
From  fncre  to  fliore  the  doubling  Ihouts  refound. 
The  hollow  fliips  return  a  deeper  found. 
The  war  flood  ftiil,  and  all  around  them  gaz'd. 
When  great  A.chilles'  fliining  armour  blaz'd  :         335' 
Troy  faw,  and  thought  the  dread  Achilles  nigh  ; 
At  once  they  fee,  they  tremble,  and  they  fly. 

Then  flril  thy  fpear,  divine  Patroclus !  flew. 
Where  the  war  rag'd,  and  where  the  tumult  grew. 
Clofe  to  the  ftern  of  that  fam'd  fhip,  which  bore  340 
TJnbleft  Protefilaus  to  Ilion's  fliore. 
The  great  Psonian,  bold  Pyraschmes,  flood 
(Who  lei  his  bands  from  Axius'  winding  flood)  ; 
His  fiioulder-biade  receives  the  fatal  wound  ; 
The  groaning  warricur  pants  upon  the  ground.       34J 
His  troops,  that  fee  their  country's  glory  flain. 
Fly  diverfe,  fcatter'd  o'er  the  diftant  plain. 
Patroclus'  arm  forbids  the  fpreading  fires. 
And  from  the  haif-burn'd  fliip  proud  Troy  retires  : 
Ciear'd  from  the  fmoke  the  jo)  ful  navy  lies  :         3^0 
In  her.ps  on  heaps  the  foe  tumultuous  flies  ; 
Triumphant  Greece  her  refcued  decks  afcends. 
And  loud  acclaim  the  fcarry  region  rends. 
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So,  when  thick  clouds  inv.rap  the  mountain's  head. 
O'er  heaven's  expanfe  like  one  black  cieling  fpread. 
Sudden  the  Thunderer,  with  a  flafliing  ray, 
Burfts  through  the  darkncfs,  and  lets  down  the  day  : 
The  hills  Ihine  out,  the  rocks  in  profpedt  rife. 
And  ftreams,  and  vales,  and  forefts,  ftrike  the  eyes ; 
The  fmiiing  fcene  wide  opens  to  the  fight,  360 

And  all  th'  unmeafur'd  asther  flames  with  light. 

But  Troy  repuls'd,  and  i'catter'd  o'er  the  plains, 
Forc'd  from  the  navy,  yet  the  tight  maintains. 
Now  every  Greek  fame  hoilile  hero  flew. 
But  Hill  the  foremoft  bold  Patroclus  flew;  ^6^ 

As  Ariiilvcus  had  turn'd  hi;n  round. 
Sharp  in  his  thigh  he  felt  the  piercing  wound  ; 
The  brazen-point. d  fpear,  with  vigour  thrown,, 
The  thigh  transflx'd^  and  broke  the  brittle  bone  : 
Headlong  he  fell.  Next,  Thoas,  was  thy  chance,  5-70 
Thy  breaft,  unarm'd,  receiv'd  the  Spartan  lance. 
Phylides'  dart  (as  Aniphiclus  drew  nigh) 
His  blow  prevented,  and  tranfpierc'd  his  thigh. 
Tore  all  the  bra-vn,  and  rent  the  nerves  away  ; 
In  darknefs  and  in  death  the  warriour  lay.  3^  r 

In  equal  arms  two  fons  of  Neftor  fl:and. 
And  two  bold  brothers  of  the  Lycian  band  : 
By  great  Antilochus,  Atymnius  dies, 
Pierc'd  in  the  flank,  lamented  youth  !  he  lies. 
Kind  Maris,  bleeding  in  his  brother's  wound,        380 
Defends  the  breathlefs  carcafe  on  the  ground  : 
Furit'us  he  flies,  his  murderer  to  engage  ; 
But  God-like  Thrafiraed  prevents  his  rage. 

Between 
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Between  his  arm  and  fhoulder  aims  a  blow ; 

His  arm  falls  fpouting  on  the  dull  below :  385 

He  fmks,  with  endlefs  darknefs  cover'd  o'er ; 

And  vents  his  foul,  efius'd  with  gufliing  gore. 
Slain  by  two  brothers,  thus  two  brothers  bleed, 

Sarpedon's  friends,  Amifodarus'  feed ; 

Amifodarus,  who,  by  Furies  led,  390 

The  bane  of  men,  abhorr'd  Chimaera  bred  ; 

Skiird  in  the  dart  in  vain,  his  fons  expire. 

And  pay  the  forfeit  of  their  guilty  fire. 
Stopp'd  in  the  tumult,  Cleobulus  lies 

Beneath  Oileus'  arm,  a  living  prize  ;  39^ 

A  living  prize  not  long  the  Trojan  flood ; 

The  thirfty  falchion  drank  his  reeking  blood  : 
Plung'd  in  his  throat  the  fmoking  weapon  lies  ; 
Black  death,  and  fate  unpitying,  feal  his  eyes. 

Amid  the  ranks,  with  mutual  thirft  of  fame,      400 
Lycon  the  brave,  and  fierce  Peneleus,  came  ; 
In  vain  their  javelins  at  each  other  flew. 
Now  met  in  arms,  their  eager  fwords  they  drew. 
On  the  plum'd  creft  of  his  Boeotian  foe. 
The  daring  Lycon  aira'd  a  noble  blow  ;  405 

The  fword  broke  fhort ;  but  his,  Peneleus  fped 
Full  on  the  juncture  of  the  neck  and  head  : 
The  head,  divided  by  a  ftroke  fo  juft. 
Hung  by  the  fkin  :  the  body  funk  to  dull. 

O'ertaken  Neamas  by  Merion  bleeds,  410 

Pierc'd  through  the  fhoulder  as  he  mounts  his  fleeds  ; 
Back  from  the  car  he  tumbles  to  the  ground  : 
His  fwimming  eyes  eternal  fhades  furround. 

Next 
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Next  E-rymas  was  doom'd  his  fate  to  feel. 
Hi?  open'd  mouth  receiv'd  the  Cretan  fleel :  41  j 

Beneath  the  brain  the  point  a  paflage  tore, 
Crafh'd  the  thin  bones,  and  drown'd  the  teeth  in  gore  : 
His  mouth,  his  eyes,  his  noftrils,  pour  a  flood ; 
He  fobs  his  foul  oat  in  the  gufh.  of  blood. 

As  when  the  flocks,  neglefted  by  the  fwain        420 
(Or  kids,  or  lambs)'  lie  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plain, 
A  troop  of  wolves  th'  unguarded  charge  furvey. 
And  rend  the  trembling,  unrefifling  prey  : 
Thus  on  the  foe  the  Greeks  impetuous  came ; 
Troy  fled,  unmindful  of  her  former  fame.  42  j 

'  But  ftill  at  Heftor  god-like  Ajax  aim'd. 
Still  pointed  at  his  breaft  his  javelin  flam'd  : 
The  Trojan  chief,  experienc'd  in  the  field. 
O'er  his  broad  Ihoulders  fpread  the  mafly  ftiield, 
Gbferv'd  the  ftorm  of  darts  the  Grecians  pour,       430 
AoA  onhis  buckler  caught  the  ringing  fhower. 
He  fees  for  Greece  the  fcale  of  conqueft  rife. 
Yet  flops,  and  turns,  and  faves  his  lov'd  allies. 

As  when  the  hand  of  Jove  a  tempeft  forms. 
And  rolls  the  cloud  to  blacken  heaven  with  fliorms. 
Dark  o'er  the  fields  th'  afcending  vapour  flies. 
And  fliades  the  fun,  and  blots  the  golden  Ikies : 
So  from  the  fhips,   along  the  duflcy  plain. 
Dire  Flight  and  Terrour  drove  the  Trojan  train. 
Ev'n  Hedlor  fled  ;  through  heaps  of  difarray  440 

The  fiery  courfers  forc'd  their  lord  away  : 
While  far  behind  his  Trojans  fall  contus'd  ; 
Wedg'd  in  the  trench,  in  one  vaft  carnage  bruis'd  : 

VuL.  XLIX.  1  Chariots 
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Chariots  on  chariots  roll ;  the  clafhing  fpokes 
Shock;  while  the  inadding  fteeds  break  fliort  their 
In  vain  they  labour  up  the  fteepy  mound ;        [yokes  : 
Their  charioteers  lie  foaming  on  the  ground. 
Fierce  on  the  rear,  with  Ihouts,  Patroclus  flies  ; 
Tumultuous  clamour  fills  the  fields  and  fkies ; 
Thick  drifts  of  duft  involve  their  rapid  flight ;      4^0 
Clouds  rife  on  clouds,  and  hea\'en  is  fnatch'd  from  fight, 
Th'  affrighted  fleeds,  their  dying  lords  cafl  down. 
Scour  o'er  the  fields,  and  ilretch  to  reach  the  town. 
Loud  o'er  the  rout  was  heard  the  viftor's  cry, 
"Where  the  v/ar  bleeds,  and  where  the  thickeil  die,  45^ 
"Where  horfe,  and  arms,  and  chariots  lie  o'erthrown. 
And  bleeding  heroes  under  axles  groan. 
No  flop,  no  check,  the  fleeds  of  Peleus  knew  ; 
From  bank  to  bank  th'  immortal  courfers  flew. 
High-bounding  o'er  the  foife  :  the  whirling  car     460 
Smokes  through  the  ranks,  o'ertakes  the  flying  war. 
And  thunders  after  Hedor  ;  Heflor  flies, 
Patroclus  fhakes  his  lance  ;  but  Fate  denies. 
Not  with  lefs  noife,  with  lefs  impetuous  force. 
The  tide  of  Trojans  urge  their  defperate  courfe,     46^ 
Than  when  in  autumn  Jove  his  fury  pours. 
And  earth  is  loaden  with  inceifant  fliowers 
I  When  guilty  mortals  break  th'  eternal  laws. 
Or  judges,  brib'd,  betray  the  righteous  caufe)  ; 
From  their  deep  beds  he  bids  the  rivers  rife,  470 

And  opens  all  the  flood-gates  of  the  fkies  ; 
Th'  impetuous  torrents  from  their  hills  obey. 
Whole  fields  are  drown'd,  and  mountains  fwcpt  away  ; 

Loud 
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Loud  roars  the  deluge  till  it  meets  the  main ; 

And  trembling  man  fees  all  his  labours  vain.         47^ 

And  now  the  chief  (the  foremoft  troops  repell'd) 
Back  to  the  ihips  his  deftin'd  progrefs  held. 
Bore  down  half  Troy  in  his  refiftlefs  way. 
And  forc'd  the  routed  ranks  to  ftand  the  day. 
Between  the  fpace  where  filver  Simois  flows,  480 

Where  lay  the  fleets,  and  where  the  rampires  rofe. 
All  grim  in  dull  and  blood,  Patroclus  ftands. 
And  turns  the  flaughter  on  the  conquering  bands. 
Firft  Pronoiis  died  beneath  his  fiery  dart. 
Which  pierc'd  below  the  fliield  his  valiant  heart.  485' 
Theftor  was  next ;  who  faw  the  chief  appear. 
And  fell  the  victim  of  his  coward  fear ; 
Shrunk-up  he  fat,  with  wild  and  haggard  e}e. 
Nor  flood  to  combat,  nor  had  force  to  fly  : 
Patroclus  mark'd  him  as  he  (hunn'd  the  war,         ^go 
And  with  unmanly  tremblings  fliook  the  car. 
And  dropp'd  the  flowing  reins.     Him  'twixt  the  jaws 
The  javelin  flicks,  and  from  the  chariot  draws. 
As  on  a  rock  that  over-hangs  the  main. 
An  angler,  ftudious  of  the  line  and  cane,  45^ 

Some  mighty  fifli  draws  panting  to  the  ihore  ; 
Not  with  lefs  eafe  the  barbed  javelin  bore 
The  gaping  dallard :  as  the  fpear  was  fliook. 
He  fell,  and  life  his  heartlefs  breaft  forfook. 

Next  on  Eryalus  he  flies ;  a  ftone,  500 

Large  as  a  rock,  was  by  his  fury  thrown  :    ■ 
Full  on  his  crown  the  ponderous  fragment  flew. 
And  burfl:  the  helm,  and  cleft  the  head  in  two  : 

I  2  Prone 
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Prone  to  the  ground  the  breathlefs  warriour  fell, 

And  death  involv'd  him  with  the  fl-iades  of  hell,  ^■oj; 

Then  low  in  duft  Epaltes,  Echius  lie; 

Ipheas,  Evippus,  Polymelus,  die  ; 

Amphoterus,  and  Erymas  fucceed  ; 

And  laft  Tlepolemus  and  Pyres  bleed. 

Where'er  he  moves,  the  growing  flaughters  {pread  510 

In  heaps  on  heaps ;  a  monument  of  dead. 

When  now  Sarpedon  his  brave  friends  beheld 
Groveling  in  duft,  and  gafping  on  the  field. 
With  this  reproach  his  flying  hoft  he  warms  : 
Oh  ftain  to  honour  !  oh  difgrace  to  arms !  j;  i  j 

Forfake,  inglorious,  the  contended  plain  ; 
This  hand,  unaided,  fhall  the  war  fuftain  : 
The  tailv  be  mine,  this  hero's  ftrength  to  try, 
W^ho  mows  whole  troops,  and  makes  an  army  fly. 
iHe  fpake  ;  and,  fpeaking,  leaps  from  off  the  car  ;  520 
Patroclus  lights,  and  flernly  waits  the  war. 
As  when  two  vultures  on  the  mountains  height 
Stoop  with  refounding  pinions  to  the  fight ; 
They  cufF,  they  tear,  they  raife  a  fcreaming  cry  : 
The  defart  echoes,  and  the  rocks  reply  :  ^2^ 

The  warriours  thus,  oppos'd  in  arms,  engage 
With  equal  clamours,  and  with  equal  rage. 

Jove  view'd  the  combat ;  whofe  event  forefeen, 
Ke  thus  befpoke  his  Sifter  and  his  Queen  : 
The  hour  draws  on  ;  the  Deftinies  ordain,  530 

My  god-like  fon  fhall  prefs  the  Phrygian  plain  : 
Alrcadv  on  the  verge  of  death  he  ftands. 
His  life  is  ow'd  to  fierce  Patroclus'  hands. 

What 


in,  C. 

egan  ?      j 
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What  pafiions  in  a  parent's  breaft  debate! 
Say,  fliall  I  fnatch  him  from  impending  fate,         53J 
And  fend  him  fafe  to  Lycia,  dillant  far 
From  all  the  dangers  and  the  toils  of  war ; 
Or  to  his  doom  my  braveft  offspring  yield. 
And  fatten  with  celeftial  blood  the  field  ? 

.  Then  thus  the  Goddefs  with  the  radiant  eyes :   54* 
What  words  are  thefe?  O  Sovereign  of  the  Skies  1 
Short  is  the  date  prefcrib'd  to  mortal  man  ; 
Shall  Jove,  for  one,  extend  the  narrow  fpa 
Whofe  bounds  were  fix'd  before  his  race  be 
How  many  fons  of  Gods,  foredoom'd  to  death,     545 
Before  proud  Ilion  muft  refign  their  breath! 
Were  thine  exempt,  debate  would  rife  above, 
And  murmuring  Powers  condemn  their  partial  Jove. 
Give  the  bold  chief  a  glorious  fate  in  fight ; 
And,  when  th'  afcending  foul  has  wing'd  her  flight,  550 
Let  Sleep  and  Death  convey,  by  thy  command. 
The  breathlefs  body  to  his  native  land. 
His  friends  and  people,  to  his  future  praife, 
A  marble  tomb  and  pyramid  fliall  raife. 
And  lafting  honours  to  his  alhes  give  ;  ^^j 

His  fame  ('tis  all  the  dead  can  have)  fhall  live. 

She  faid  ;  the  Cloud-compeller,  overcome, 
Afients  to  fate,  and  r;uifies  the  doom. 
Then,  touch'd  with  grief,  the  weeping  heavens  diftill'd 
A.fliowcr  of  blood  o'er  all  the  fatal  field  :  560 

The   God,  his  eyes  averting,  from  the  plain  % 

Laments  his  fon,  predcftin'd  to  1>2  ilain,  > 

Far  from  the  Lycian  Ihorcs,  his  happy  native  reign.  * 
1  3  .  N01V 
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Now  met  in  arms,  the  combatants  appear. 
Each  heav'd  the  fhield,  and  pois'd  the  lifted  fpear  :  565 
From  Itrong  Patroclus'  hand  the  javelin  fled. 
And  pafs'd  the  groin  of  valiant  Thrafymed  ; 
The  nerves  unbrac'd,  no  more  his  bulk  fuftain. 
He  falls,  and  falling  bites  the  bloody  plain. 
Two  founding  darts  the  Lycian  leader  threw  ;       570 
The  firft  aloof  with  erring  fury  flew. 
The  next  tranfpierc'd  Achilles'  mortal  fteed. 
The  generous  Pedafus  of  Theban  breed ; 
Fix'd  in  the  ftioulder's  joint,  he  reel'd  around, 
Roll'd  In  the  bloody  duft,  and  paw'd  the  flippery  ground. 
His  fudden  fall  th'  entangled  harnefs  broke  ; 
Each  axle  crackled,  and  the  chariot  fhook : 
When  bold  Automedon,  to  difeneag-e 
The  flarting  courfers,  and  reftrain  their  rage. 
Divides  the  traces  with  his  fword,  and  freed         580 
Th'  incumbered  chariot  from  the  dying  fteed  : 
1  he  reft  move  on,  obedient  to  the  rein ; 
The  car  rolls  flowly  o'er  the  dufty  plain. 

The  towering  chiefs  to  fiercer  fight  advance. 
And  firft  Sarpedon  whirl'd  his  weighty  lance,         58J 
Which. o'er  the  warriour's  fhoulder  took  its  courfe. 
And  fpent  in  empty  air  its  d}'ing  force. 
Not  fo  Patroclus'  never-erring  dart : 
Aim'd  at  his  bneaft,  it  pierc'd  the  mortal  part. 
Where  the  ftrong  fibres  bind  the  folid  heart,     590 
Then,  as  the  mountain  oak,  or  poplar  tall. 
Or  pine  (fit  niaft  for  fome  great  admiral) 
Nods  to  the  axe,  till  with  a  groaning  found 
It  finks,  and  fpreads  its  honours  on  the  ground  : 

Thuj 
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Thus  fell  the  king  ;  and,  laid  on  earth  fupine,        595 

Before  his  chariot  ftretch'd  his  form  divine  : 

He  grafp'd  the  duft  diftain'd  with  ftreaming  gore. 

And,  pale  in  death,  lay  groaning  on  the  fhorc. 

So  lies  a  bull  beneath  the  lion's  paws. 

While  the  grim  favage  grinds  with  foamy  jaws       600 

The  trembling  limbs,  and  fucks  the  fmoking  blood  ; 

Deep  groans,  and  hollow  roars,  re-bellow  through  the 

Then  to  the  leader  of  the  Lycian  band         [wood. 
The  dying  chief  addrefs'd  his  laft  command  : 
Glaucus,  be  bold  ;  thy  talk  be  firft  to  dare  605 

The  glorious  dangers  of  deftruftive  war. 
To  lead  my  troops,  to  combat  at  their  head. 
Incite  the  living,  and  fupply  the  dead. 
Tell  them,  I  charg'd  them  with  my  lateft  breath 
Not  unreveng'd  to  bear  Sarpedon's  death.  610 

What  grief,  what  fliame,  muft  Glaucus  undergo. 
If  thefe  fpoil'd  arms  adorn  a  Grecian  foe ! 
Then  as  a  friend,  and  as  a  warriour,  fight; 
Defend  my  body,  conquer  in  my  right ; 
That,  taught  by  great  examples,  all  may  try         61  c 
Like  thee  to  vanquifh,  or  like  me  to  die. 

He  ceas'd ;  the  Fates  fupprefs'd  his  labouring  breath. 
And  his  eyes  darken'd  with  the  ftiades  of  death. 
Th'  infulting  viftor  with  difdain  beftrode 
The  proftrate  prince,  and  on  his  bofom  trod  ;       620 
Then  drew  the  weapon  from  his  panting  heart. 
The  reeking  fibres  clinging  to  the  dart ; 
From  the  wide  wound  gufli'd  out  a  ftream  of  blood. 
And  the  foul  iflued  in  the  purple  flood, 

I  4  tiis 
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His  flying  fteeds  the  Myrmidons  detain,  62c 

Unguided  now,  their  mighty  mailer   il^ln. 
All-impotent  of  aid,  transfix'd  with  grief. 
Unhappy  Glaucus  heard  the  dying  chief. 
His  painful  arm,  yet  ufelefs  with  the  fmart 
Infiided  late  by  Teiicer's  deadly  dart,  630 

Supported  on  his  better  hand  he  ftav'd  ; 
To  Fhosbus  then,  ('twas  all  he  could)  he  pray'd  : 

All-feeing  monarch !  whether  Lvcia's  coaft. 
Or  facred  Ilion,  thy  bright  prefence  boaft. 
Powerful  alike  to  eafe  the  wretch's  fmart ;  6$^ 

Oh  hear  me !  God  of  every  healing  art ! 
Lo  !  ftiff  with  clotted  blood,  and  pierc'd  with  pain. 
That  thrills  my  arm,  and  (hoots  through  every  vein, 
1  ftand,  unable  to  fuftain  the  fpear. 
And  figh,  at  diftance  from  the  glorious  war.         640 
Low  in  the  dud  is  great  Sarpedon  laid. 
Nor  Jove  Youchfaf 'd  his  haplefs  offspring  aid. 
But  thou,  O  God  of  Health  !  thy  fuccour  lend. 
To  guard  the  reliques.  of  my  flaughtcr'd  friend. 
For  thou,  though  diftant,  canft  reftore  m.v  might,  645 
To  head  my  Lycians,  and  fupport  the  fight. 

Apollo  heard ;  and,  fuppliant  as  he  flood. 
His  heavenly  hand  reftrain'd  the  flux  of  blood  : 
He  drew  the  dolours  from  the  wounded  part. 
And  breath'd  a  fpirit  in  his  rifing  heart :  650 

Renew'd  by  art  divine,  the  hero  ftands. 
And  owns  th'  aflifliance  of  immortal  hands. 
Firft  to  the  fight  his  native  troops  he  warms. 
Then  loudly  calls  on  Troy"s  vindidive  arms : 

With 
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With  ample  flrides  he  ftalks  from  place  to  place  5655 
Now  fires  Agenor,  now  Polydamas ; 
JEntas  next,  and  Hedor,  he  accofts ; 
Inflaming  thus  the  rage  of  all  their  hofts  : 

What  thoughts,  regardlefs  chief!  thy  breaft  employ  ? 
Oh  too  forgetful  of  the  friends  of  Troy  !  660 

Thofe  generous  friends,  who,  from  their  country  far. 
Breathe  their  brave  fouls  out  in  another's  war. 
See !  where  in  duft  the  great  Sarpedon  lies. 
In  aftion  valiant,  and  in  council  wife. 
Who  guarded  right,  and  kept  his  people  free  ;       66^ 
To  all  his  Lycians  loft,  and  loft  to  thee ! 
Stretch'd  by  Patroclus'  arm  on  yonder  plains. 
Oh  fiive  from  hoftile  rage  his  lov'd  remains : 
Ah  let  not  Greece  his  conquer'd  trophies  boaft. 
Nor  on  his  corfe  revenge  her  heroes  loft.  6-](i 

He  fpoke  ;  each  leader  in  his  grief  partook, 
Troy,  at  the  lofs,  through  all  her  legions  fnook. 
Transfix'd  with  deep  regret,  they  view  o'erthrown 
At  once  his  country's  pillar,  and  their  own  ; 
A  chief,  who  led  to  Troy's  beleaguer'd  wall  675^ 

A  hoft  of  heroes,  and  out-lhin'd  them  all. 
Fir'd  they  rufh  on  ;  firft  Hedor  feeks  the  foes. 
And  with  fuperiour  vengeance  greatly  glows. 

But  o'er  the  dead  t-he  fierce  Patroclus  ftands. 
And,  rouzing  Ajax,  rouz'd  the  liftening  bands  :    68<> 

Heroes,  be  men!    be  what  you  were  before; 
Or  weigh  the  great  occafion,  and  be  more. 
The  chief  who  taught  our  lofty  v.alls  to  yield. 
Lies  pale  in  death,  extended  on  the  field. 

To 
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To  guard  his  body,  Troy  in  numbers  flies  ;  685 

'Tis  half  the  glory  to  maintain  our  prize. 
Hafte,  ftrip  his  arms,  the  flaughter  round  him  fpread. 
And  fend  the  living  Lycians  to  the  dead. 

The  heroes  kindle  at  his  fierce  command ; 
The  martial  fquadrons  clofe  on  either  hand  :         690 
Here  Troy  and  Lycia  charge  with  loud  alarms, 
Theffalia  there,  and  Greece,  oppofe  their  arms. 
With  horrid  fhouts  they  circle  round  the  flain  ; 
The  clalh  of  armour  rings  o'er  all  the  plain. 
Great  Jove,  to  fwell  the  horrours  of  the  fight,       695 
O'er  the  fierce  armies  pours  pernicious  night ; 
And  round  his  fon  confounds  the  warring  hofts. 
His  fate  enobling  with  a  croud  of  ghofts. 

Now  Greece  gives  way,  and  great  Epigeus  fails  ; 
Agacleus'  fon,  from  Budium's  lofty  walls :  700 

Who,  chac'd  for  murder  thence,  a  i"uppliant  came 
To  Peleus  and  the  filver-footed  dame ; 
Now  fent  to  Troy,  Achilles'  arms  to  aid. 
He  pays  due  vengeance  to  his  kinfman's  fliade. 
Soon  as  his  lucklefs  hand  had  touch'd  the  dead,      705: 
A  rock's  large  fragment  thunder 'd  on  his  head ; 
Hurl'd  by  Heftorian  force,  it  cleft  in  twain 
His  ftiatter'd  helm,  and  ftretch'd  him  o'er  the  llain. 

Fierce  to  the  van  of  fight  Patroclus  came  ; 
And,  like  an  eagle  darting  at  his  game,  710 

Sprung  on  the  Trojan  and  the  Lycian  band  j 
What  grief  thy  heart,  what  fury  urg'd  thy  hand. 
Oh  generous  Greek!  when  with  full  vigour  thrown 
At  Sthenelaiis  flew  the  weighty  ilone, 

Whick 
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Wiich  funk  him  to  the  dead  :  when  Troy,  too  near 
That  arm,  drew  back ;  and  Hedor  learn'd  to  fear. 
Far  as  an  able  hand  a  lance  can  throw. 
Or  at  the  lifts,  or  at  the  fighting  foe ; 
So  far  the  Trojans  from  their  lines  retir'd  ; 
Till  Glaucus,  turning,  all  the  reft  infpir'd.  720 

Then  Bathyclsus  fell  beneath  his  rage. 
The  only  hope  of  Chalcou's  trembling  age  : 
Wide  o'er  the  land  was  ftretch'd  his  large  domain. 
With  ftately  feats,  and  riches,  blcft  in  vain  : 
Him,  bold  with  youth,  and  eager  to  purfue  725 

The  flying  Lycians,  Glaucus  met,  and  flew  ; 
Pierc'd  through  the  bofom  with  a  fudden  wound. 
He  fell,  and,  falling,  made  the  fields  refound. 
Th'  Achaians  forrow  for  their  hero  flain; 
With  conquering  Ihouts  the  Trojans  fliake  the  plain. 
And  croud  to  fpoil  the  dead  ;  the  Greeks  oppofe; 
An  iron  circle  round  the  carcafe  grows. 

Then  brave  Laogonus  refign'd  his  breath, 
Difpatch'd  by  Merion  to  the  fliades  of  death  : 
On  Ida's  holy  hill  he  made  abode,  73j; 

The  prieft  of  Jove,  and  honour'd  like  his  God. 
Between  the  jaw  and  ear  the  javelin  went : 
The  foul,  exhaling,  iflfued  at  the  vent. 

His  fpear  >£neas  at  the  vitflor  threw. 
Who  ftooping  forward  from  the  death  withdrew  ;  740 
The  lance  hifs'd  harmlefs  o'er  his  covering  fliield. 
And  trembling  ftruck,  and  rooted  in  the  field  ; 
There  yet  fcarce  fpent,  it  quivers  on  the  plain. 
Sent  by  the  great  vEneas'  arm  in  vain. 

Swift 
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Swift  as  thou  art  (the  raging  hero  cries)  74^,. 

And  Ikill'd  in  dancing  to  difpute  the  prize. 
My  fpear,  the  deftin'd  pafTage  had  it  found. 
Had  fix'd  thy  aftive  vigour  to  the  ground.. 

Oh  valiant  leader  of  the  Dardan  holl: ! 
(Infulted  Merion  thus  retorts  the  boaft)  750, 

Strong  as  you  are,  'tis  mortal  force  you  trull. 
An  arm  as  ftrong  may  ftretch  thee  in  the  dull., 
And  if  to  this  my  lance  thy  fate  be  given. 
Vain  are  thy  vaunts ;  fuccefs  is  ftill  from  Heaven  : 
This  inllant  fends  thee  down  to  Pluto.'s  coaft  ;        y^^ 
Mine  is  the  glory,  his  thy  parting  gholl. 

O  friend  (Mencetius'  fon  this  anfwer  gave) 
With  words  to  combat,  ill  befits  the  brave  ; 
Not  empty  boalls  the  fons  of  Troy  repell. 
Your  fwords  mull  plunge  them  to  the  flnades  of  hell. 
To  fpeak,  befeems  the  council :  but  to  dare 
In  glorious  aftion,  is  the  talk  of  war 

This  fald,  Patroclus  to  the  battle  flies ; 
Great  Merion  follows,  and  new  fhouts  arife  : 
Shields,  heliru'ts  rattle,  as  the  vvarriours  clofe  ;      765 
And  thick  and  heavy  founds  the  llorm  of  blows. 
As  through  the  fhrilling  vale,  or  mountain  ground. 
The  labours  of  the  woodman's  axe  refjund  ; 
Blows  following  blows  are  heard  re-echoing  wide. 
While  crackling  foreils  fall  on  every  fide  :  770 

Thus  echo'd  all  the  fields  with  loud  alarms. 
So  fell  the  warriours,  and  fo  rung  their  arms. 

Now  great  Sarpedon  on  the  fandy  fliore. 
His  heavenly  form  defac'd  witli  dull  and  gore. 

And 
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Aiid  {luck  with  darts  by  warring  heroes  fhed,        ■y-j 

Lies  undilHnguifii'd  from  the  vulgar  dead. 

His  long-difpiited  corfe  the  chiefs  inclofe. 

On  every  fide  the  bufy  combat  grows ; 

Thick  as  beneath  fome  Ihepherd's  thatch'd  abode 

'■(Tlie  pails  high- foaming  with  a  milky  flood)         ^So 

The  buzzing  flies,  a  perfevering  train, 

InceflTant  fwarm,  and  chac'd  retuni,  again. 

Jove  view'd  the  combat  with  a  ftern  furvey. 
And  eyes  that  flafh'd  intolerable  day. 
Fix'd  on  the  field  his  fight,  his  breail  debates         ^8c 
The  vengeance  due,  and  meditates  the  fates : 
Whether  to  urge  their  prompt  eiTedt,  and  call 
The  force  of  Hedor  to  Patroclus'  fall. 
This  inflant  fee  his  Ihort-liv'd  trophies  won. 
And  ftretch'd  him  breathlefs  on  his  flaughter'd  fon  j 
Or  yet,  with  many  a  foul's  untimely  flight. 
Augment  the  fame  and  horrour  of  the  fight.  - 
To  crown  Achilles'  valiant  friend  with  praife 
At  length  he  dooms  ;  and,  that  his  laft  of  days 
Shall  fet  in  glory,  bids  him  drive  the  foe ;  -jg^ 

Nor  unattended  fee  the  fhades  below. 
Then  Heftor's  mind  he  fills  with  dire  difmay  ; 
He  mounts  his  car,  and  calls  his  hofts  away. 
Sunk  with-  Troy's  heavy  fates,  he  fees  decline 
The  fcales  of  Jove,  and  pants  with  awe  divine.     8oo 

Then,  nor  before,  the  hardy  Lycians  fled. 
And  left  their  monarch  with  the  common  dead: 
Around,  in  heaps  on  heaps,  a  dreadful  wall 
Of  carnage  rifes,  as  the  heroes  fall, 

(So 
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(So  Jove  decreed  !)  At  length  the  Greeks  obtain    805 
The  prize  contefted,  and  defpoil  the  flain. 
The  radiant  arms  are  by  Patroclus  borne, 
Patroclus'  (hips  the  glorious  fpoils  adorn. 

Then  thus  to  Phoebus,  in  the  realms  above. 
Spoke  from  his  throne  the  Cloud-compelling  Jove  :  819 
Defcend,  my  Phoebus  !  on  the  Phrygian  plain. 
And  from  the  fight  convey  Sarpedon  flain  ; 
Then  bathe  his  body  in  the  cryftal  flood  ; 
With  duft  diflionour'd,  and  deform'd  with  blood  : 
O'er  all  his  limbs  celefl:ial  odours  flied,  81  j 

And  with  celeftial  robes  adorn  the  dead. 
Thofe  rites  difcharg'd,  his  facred  corfe  bequeath 
To  the  foft  arms  of  filent  Sleep  and  Death. 
They  to  his  friends  the  mournful  charge  fliall  bear. 
His  friends  a  tomb  and  pyramid  fliall  rear ;  820 

What  honours  mortals  after  death  receive, 
Thofe  unavailing  honours  we  may  give  ! 

Apollo  bov>'S,  and  from  mount  Ida's  height 
Swift  to  the  field  precipitates  his  flight ; 
Thence  from  the  war  the  breathlefs  hero  bore,       825 
Veil'd  in  a  cloud,  to  filver  Simois'  fliore  ; 
There  bath'd  his  honourable  wounds,  and  drefl 
His  manly  members  in  th'  immortal  veft  ; 
And  with  perfumes  of  fweet  ambrofial  dews, 
Kefliores  his  frefhnefs,  and  his  form  renews.  830 

Then  Sleep  and  Death,  two  twins  of  winged  race. 
Of  rnatchlefs  fwiftnefs,  but  of  filent  pace, 
Receiv'd  Sarpedon^  at  the  God's  command. 
And  in  a  moment  reach'd  the  Lycian  land  j 

The 
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The  corfe  amidfl:  his  weeping  friends  they  laid,     83  j 
Where  endlefs  honours  wait  the  facred  fhade. 

Meanwhile  Patroclus  pours  along  the  plains. 
With  foaming  courfers,  and  with  loofen'd  reins. 
Fierce  on  the  Trojan  and  the  Lycian  crew. 
Ah  blind  to  fate  !  thy  headlong  fury  flew  :  g^o 

Againft  what  Fate  and  powerful  Jo\'e  ordain. 
Vain  was  thy  friend's  command,  thy  courage  vain  ; 
For  he,  the  God,  whofe  counfels  uncontrol'd 
Difmay  the  mighty,  and  confound  the  bold  ; 
The  God  who  gives,  refumes,  and  orders  all,        84^ 
He  urg'd  thee  on,  and  urg'd  thee  on  to  fall. 

Who  firft,  brave  hero  !  by  that  arm  was  flain. 
Who  laft,  beneath  thy  vengeance,  prefs'd  the  plain  ; 
When  Heaven  itfelf  thy  fatal  fury  led. 
And  call'd  to  fill  the  number  of  the  dead  ?  g^o 

Adreftus  firft  ;  Autonoiis  then  fucceeds  ; 
Echeclus  follows ;  next  young  Megas  bleeds ; 
Epiftor,  Melanippus,  bite  the  ground  : 
The  flaughter,  Elafus  and  Mulius  crown'd  : 
Then  funk  Pylartes  to  eternal  night ;  grj 

The  reft,  difpernng,  truft  their  fates  to  flight. 

Now  Troy  had  ftoop"d  beneath  his  raatchlefs  power. 
But  flaming  Phoebus  kept  the  facred  tower. 
Thrice  at  the  battlements  Patroclus  ftrook. 
His  blazing  sgis  thrice  Apollo  Ihook  ;  860 

He  try'd  the  fourth  ;  when,  burfting  from  the  cloud, 
A  more  than  mortal  voice  was  heard  aloud  : 

Patroclus  !  ceafe ;  this  heaven-defended  wall 
Defies  thy  lance ;  no:  fated  yet  to  fall ; 

Thy 
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Thy  friend,  thy  greater  far,  it  fhall  withftand  :     865 
Troy  fliall  not  {loop  ev'n  to  Achilles'  hand. 

So  fpoke  the  God  who  darts  celeftial  fires ; 
The  Greek  obeys  him,  and  with  awe  retires  ; 
While  Heftor,  checking  at  the  Scaean  gates 
"His  panting  courfers,  in  his  breaft  debates,  8^0 

Or  in  the  field  his  forces  to  employ. 
Or  draw  the  troops  within  the  walls  of  Troy. 
Thus  while  he  thought,  befide  him  Phoebus  flood. 
In  Afius'  fhape,  who  reign'd  by  Sangar's  flood  ; 
(Thy  brother,  Hecuba  !  from  Dymas  fprung,         875 
A  valiant  warriour,  haughty,  bold,  and  young.) 
Thus  he  accofts  him  :  "V^'hat  a  fliameful  fight ! 
Gods !  is  it  Heftor  that  forbears  the  fight  ? 
Were  thine  my  vigour,  this  fuccefsful  fpear 
Should  foon  convince  thee  of  fo  falfe  a  fear.  880 

Turn  then,  ah  turn  thee  to  the  field  of  fame. 
And  in  Patroclus'  blood  efface  thy  fhame. 
Perhaps  Apollo  fhall  thy  arms  fucceed. 
And  Heaven  ordains  him  by  thy  lance  to  bleed. 

So  fpoke  th'  infpiring  God  ;  then  took  his  flight,  885 
And  plung'd  amidft  the  tumult  of  the  fight. 
He  bids  Cebrion  drive  the  rapid  car  ; 
The  lafh  refounds,  the  courfers  rufb  to  war : 
The  God  tlie  Grecians'  finking  fouls  depreft, 
And  pour'd  fwift  fpirits  through  each  Trojan  breafl. 
Patroclus  lights,  impatient  for  the  fight ; 
A  fpear  his  left,  a  ftone  employs  his  right  : 
With  all  his  nerves  he  drives  it  at  the  foe  ; 
Pointed  above;  and  rough  and  grofs  below  : 
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The  falling  ruin  crufli'd  Cebrion's  head,  §9^ 

The  lawlefs  offspring  of  king  Priam's  bed  ; 
His  front,  brows,  eyes,  one  undiftinguifh'd  wound  : 
The  burfting  balls  drop  fightlefs  to  the  ground. 
The  charioteer,  while  yet  he  held  the  rein. 
Struck  from  the  car,  falls  headlong  on  the  plain,  goo 
To  the  dark  fhades  the  foul  unwilling  glides ; 
While  the  proud  viftor  thus  his  fall  derides  : 

Good  Heavens !  what  adive  feats  yon  artift  (hows ! 
What  Ikilful  divers  are  our  Phrygian  foes ! 
Mark  with  what  eafe  they  fink  into  the  fand  !         go^ 
Pity,  that  all  their  praftice  is  by  land ! 

Then,  rufhing  forward  on  his  proftrate  prize,  ^ 

To  fpoil  the  carcafe  fierce  Patroclus  flies : 
Swift  as  a  lion,  terrible  and  bold. 
That  fweeps  the  fields,  depopulates  the  fold  ;  910 

Pierc'd  through  the  dauntlefs  heart,  then  tumbles  flain ; 
And  from  his  fatal  courage  finds  his  bane. 
At  once  bold  Heftor  leaping  from  his  car. 
Defends  the  body,  and  provokes  the  war. 
Thus  for  fome  flaughter'd  hind,  with  equal  rage,  gi^ 
Two  lordly  rulers  of  the  wood  engage  ; 
Stung  with  fierce  hunger,  each  the  prey  invades. 
And  echoing:  roars  rebellow  throug-h  the  fhades. 
Stern  Heftor  faftens  on  the  warriour's  head. 
And  by  the  foot  Patroclus  drags  the  dead.  920 

While  all  around,  confufion,  rage,  and  fright. 
Mix  the  contending  holts  in  mortal  fight. 
So,  pent  by  hills,  the  wild  winds  roar  aloud    ' 
In  tlie  deep  bofom  of  fome  gloomy  wood  ; 
Vol,  XLIX.  K  LcaNX'^. 
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Leaves,  arms,  and  trees,  aloft  in  air  are  blown,    925 
The  broad  oaks  crackle,  and  the  fylvans  groan  j 
This  way  and  that,  the  rattling  thicket  bends. 
And  the  whole  foreft  in  one  crafh  defcends. 
Not  with  lefs  noife,  with  lefs  tumultuous  rage, 
Iyi  dreadful  Ihock  the  mingled  hofts  engage.  930 

Darts  fhower'd  on  darts,  now  round  the  carcafe  ring  j 
Now  flights  of  arrows  bounding  from  the  ftring  : 
Stones  follow  ftones  ;  fome  clatter  on  the  fields. 
Some,  hard  and  heavy,  fhake  the  founding  fhields. 
But  where  the  rifing  whirlwind  clouds  the  plains. 
Sunk  in  foft  duft  the  mighty  chief  remains, 
And,  ftretch'd  in  death,  forgets  the  guiding  reins ! 

Now,  flaming  frorn  the  zenith,  Sol  had  driven 
His  fervid  orb  through  half  the  vault  of  heaven  ; 
While  on  each  hoft  with  equal  tempeft  fell  94a 

The  ihowering  darts,  and  numbers  funk  to  hell, 
Eut  when  his  evening  wheels  o'erhung  the  main, 
Glad  conqueft  refted  on  the  Grecian  train. 
Then,  from  amidft  the  tumult  and  alarms. 
They  draw  the  conquer 'd  corfe,  and  radiant  arms.  945 
Then  rafti  Patroclus  with  new  fury  glows. 
And,  breathing  flaughter,  pours  amid  the  foes. 
Thrice  on  the  prefs,  like  Mars  himfelf,  he  flew. 
And  thrice  three  heroes  at  each  onfet  flew. 
There  ends  thy  glory  !  there  the  Fates  untwine       950 
The  laft,  black  remnant  of  fo  bright  a  line  ; 
Apollo  dreadful  flops  thy  middle  way  ; 
Death  calls,  and  Heaven  allows  no  longer  day ! 

For  lo  !  the  God,  in  du&y  clouds  enfnrin'd 
Approaching  dealt  a  flaggcring  blow  behiud.        qjj 
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The  weighty  fhock  his  neck  and  fhoulders  fee! ; 

His  eyes  flafh  fparkles,  his  flunn'd  fenfes  reel 

In  giddy  darknefs  :  far  to  diftance  flung. 

His  bounding  helmet  on  the  champain  rung. 

Achilles'  plume  is  ftain'd  widi  duft  and  *ore,         963 

That  plume,  which  never  ftoop'd  to  earth  before  ; 

Long  us'd,  untouch'd,  in  fighting  fields  to  fhine. 

And  fhade  the  temples  of  the  man  divine. 

Jove  dooms  it  now  on  Heftor's  helm  to  nod ; 

Not  long — for  fate  purfues  him,  and  the  God.     96c 

His  fpear  in  fhivers  falls  :  his  ample  fhield 
Dfops  from  his  arm  :  his  baldrick  flrows  the  field  : 
The  corfelet  his  aftonifh'd  breaft  forfakes  : 
Loofe  is  each  joint :  each  nerve  with  horrour  fhakes. 
Stupid  he  flares,  and  all-affifllefs  ftands  :  9^0 

Such  is  the  force  of  more  than  mortal  hands  1 

A  Dardan  youth  there  was,  v/ell  known  to  fam.e,    • 
From  Panthus  fprung,  Euphorbus  was  his  name ; 
Fam'd  for  the  manage  of  the  foaming  horfe, 
Skill'd  in  the  dart,  and  matchlefs  in  the  cour-fe  :  97  j 
Full  twenty  knights  he  tumbled  from  the  car. 
While  yet  he  learn 'd  his  rudiments  of  war.  > 

His  venturous  fpear  firfl  drew  the  hero's  gore ; 
He  ftruck,  he  wounded,  but  he  durft  no  more  ; 
Nor,  though  difarm'd,  Patroclus'  fury  Hood  :  980 
But  fwift  withdrew  the  long-protended  woodj 
And  turn'd  him  fhort,  and  herded  in  the  croud. 
Thus,  by  an  arm  divine,  and  mortal  fpear. 
Wounded  at  once,  Patroclus  yields  to  fear; 
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Retires  for  fuccour  to  his  focial  train,  98; 

And  flies  the  fate,  which  Heaven  decreed,  in  vain. 

Stern  Heftor,  as  the  bleeding  chief  he  views. 

Breaks  through  the  ranks,  and  his  retreat  purfues : 

The  lance  airefts  him  with  a  mortal  wound  ; 

He  falls,  earth  thunders,  and  his  arms  refound.     ggo 

With  him  all  Greece  was  funk ;  that  moment  all 

Her  yet-furviving  heroes  feem'd  to  fall. 

So,  fcorch'd  with  heat,  along  the  defert  fliore. 

The  roaming  lion  meets  a  brillly  boar, 

Faft  by  the  fpring  ;  they  both  difpute  the  flood,     99^ 

With  flaming  eyes,  and  jaws  befmear'd  with  blood  ; 

At  length  the  fovereign  favage  wins  the  fl:rife. 

And  the  torn  boar  refigns  his  thirft  and  life. 

Patroclus  thus,  fo  many  chiefs  o'erthrown. 

So  many  lives  effus'd,  expires  his  own.  1000 

As  dying  nov/  at  Heflor's  feet  he  lies. 

He  llernly  views  him,  and  triumphing  cries : 

Lie  there,  Patroclus !  and  with  thee,  the  joy 
Thy  pride  once  promis'd,  of  fubverting  Troy; 
The  fancy'd  fcenes  of  Ilion  wrapt  in  flames,         100  J 
And  thy  foft  pleafures  ferv'd  with  captive  dames ! 
Unthinking  man  !  I  fought,  thofe  towers  to  free. 
And  guard  that  beauteous  race  from  lords  like  thee  : 
But  thou  a  prey  to  vultures  ftialt  be  made  ; 
Thy  own  Achilles  cannot  lend  thee  aid  ;  1010 

Though  much  at  parting  that  great  chief  might  fay. 
And  much  enjoin  thee,  this  important  day. 

"  Return 
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*'  Return  not,  my  brave  friend  (perhaps  he  faid)    -% 
"  Without  the  bloody  arms  of  Heftor  dead."  s 

He  fpoke,  Patroclus  march'd,  and  thus  he  fped.  loi  5  J 

Supine  and  wildly  gazing  on  the  Ikies, 
With  faint,  expiring  breath,  the  chief  replies  : 

Vain  boafter  !  ceafe,  and  know  the  Powers  divinei 
Jove's  and  Apollo's  is  this  deed,  not  thine ; 
To  Heaven  is  ow'd  whate'er  your  own  you  call,  lazo 
And  Heaven  itfelf  difarm'd  me  ere  my  fall. 
Had  twenty  mortals,  each  thy  match  in  mighty 
Oppos'd  me  fairly,  they  had  funk  in  fight : 
By  Fate  and  Phcebus  was  I  iirft  o'erthrown, 
Euphorbus  next;  the  third  mean  part  thy  own.  1025 
But  thou,  imperious  1  hear  my  lateft  breath  ; 
The  Gods  infpire  it,  and  it  founds  thy  death. 
Infulting  man,  thou  Ihalt  be  foon  as  I ; 
Black  fate  hangs  o'er  thee,  and  thy  hour  draws  nigh  j 
Ev'n  now  on  life's  lafl  verge  I  fee  thee  (land,       1030 
I  fee  thee  fall,  and  by  Achilles'  hand. 

He  faints ;  the  foul  unwilling  wings  her  way 
(The  beauteous  body  left  a  load  of  clay) 
Flits  to  the  lone,  uncomfortable  coaft  ; 
A  naked,  wandering,  melancholy  ghoft  I  J 03 5 

Then  Heftor,  paufmg,  as  his  eyes  he  fed 
On  the  pale  carcafe,  thus  addrefs'd  the  dead  : 

From  whence  this  boding  fpeech,  the  ftern  decree 
Of  death  denounc'd,  or  why  denounc'd  to  mc  ? 
Why  not  as  well  Achilles'  fate  be  given  1040 

To  Hedor's  lance  ?  Who  knows  the  will  of  Heaven  ? 
K  3  Pen.fi  ve 
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Penfive  he  faid  ;  then  preffing,  as  he  lay. 

His  breathlefs  bofom,  tore  the  lance  away  ; 

And  upwards  caft  the  corpfe  :  the  reeking  fpear 

He  Ihakes,  and  charges  the  bold  charioteer.        1045 

But  fwift  Automedon  with  loofen'd  reins 

Rapt  in  the  chariot  o'er  the  diftant  plains. 

Far  from  his  rage  th'  immortal  courfers  drove  ; 

Th'  inimoEtal  courfers  were  the  gift  of  Jove, 
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The  feventh   Battle,  for  the  body  of  Patroclus :  the 
Ads  of  Menelaus. 

MENELAUS,  upon  the  death  of  Patroclus,  defends 
his  body  from  the  enemy  :  Euphorbus,  who  at- 
tempts it,  is  flain.  Heftor  advancing,  Menelaus 
retires ;  but  foon  returns  with  Ajax,  and  drives 
him  off.  This  Glaucus  objedls  to  Heftor  as  a  flight ; 
v^ho  thereupon  puts  on  the  armour  he  had  won  from 
Patroclus,  and  renews  the  battle.  The  Greeks  gi\e 
way,  till  Ajax  rallies  them  ;  ^neas  fuftains  the 
Trpjans.  ^neas  and  Hedor  attempt  the  chariot  of 
Achilles,  which  is  borne  off  by  Automedon.  The 
horfes  of  Achilles  deplore  the  lofs  of  Patroclus : 
Jupiter  covers  his  body  with  a  thick  darknefs :  the 
noble  prayer  of  Ajax  on  that  occafion.  Menelaus 
fends  Antilochus  to  Achilles,  with  the  news  of 
Patroclus'  death,  then  returns  to  the  fight,  where, 
though  attacked  with  the  utmoft  fury,  he  and  Me- 
riones,  affifted  by  the  Ajaxes,  bear  off  the  body  to 
the  Ihips. 

The  time  is  the  evening  of  the  eight  and  twentieth 
day.     The  fcene  lies  in  the  fields  before  Troy. 
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^^N  the  cold  earth  divine  Patroclus  fpread, 

^■^  Lies  pierc'd  with  wounds  among  the  vulgar  dead. 

Great  Menelaiis,  touch'd  with  generous  woe. 

Springs  to  the  front,  and  guards  him  from  the  foe : 

Thus  round  her  new-fall'n  young  the  heifer  moves,    r 

Fruit  of  her  throes,  and  firrt-born  of  her  loves  • 

And  anxious  (helplefs  as  he  lies,  and  bare] 

Turns,  and  re-turns  her,  with  a  mother's  care. 

Pppos'd  to  each  that  near  the  carcafe  came. 

His  broad  fhield  glimmers,  and  his  lances  flame,     lo 

The  fon  of  Panthus,  Ikill'd  the  dart  to  fend. 
Eyes  the  dead  hero,  and  infults  the  friend : 
This  hand,  Atrides,  laid  Patroclus  low  ; 
Warriour  defifl,  nor  tempt  an  equal  blow : 
To  me  the  fpoils  my  prowefs  won,  refign  ;  i^. 

Depart  with  life,  and  leave  the  glory  mine. 

The  Trojan  thus :  the  Spartan  monarch  buru'd 
With  generous  anguifh,  and  in  fcorn  return'd  : 
Laugh'ft  thou  not,  Jove !  from  thy  fuperior  throne,  . 
When  mortals  boaft  of  prowefs  not  their  own  ?         20 
Not  thus  the  lion  glories  in  his  might. 
Nor  panther  braves  his  fpotted  foe  in  fight. 

Nor 
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Nor  thus  the  boar  (thofe  terrours  of  the  plain) 

Man  only  vaunts  his  force,  and  vaunts  in  vain. 

But  far  the  vaineft  of  the  boaftful  kind  25 

Thefe  fons  of  Panthus  vent  their  haughty  mind. 

Yet  'twas  but  late,  beneath  my  conquering  fteel 

This  boafter's  brother,  Hyperenor,  fell ; 

Againft  our  arm,  which  rafhly  he  defy'd. 

Vain  was  his  vigour,  and  as  vain  his  pride.  30 

Thefe  eyes  beheld  him  on  the  dull  expire. 

No  more  to  chear  his  fpoufe,  or  glad  his  fire. 

Prefumptuous  youth!  like  his  fhall  be  thy  doom» 

Go,  wait  thy  brother  to  the  Stygian  gloom  ; 

Or,  while  thou  may 'ft,  avoid  the  threatened  fate ;  3^ 

Fools  ftay  to  feel  it,  and  are  wife  too  late. 

Unmov'd  Euphorbus  thus :  That  adion  known. 
Come,  for  my  brother's  blood  repay  thy  own. 
His  weeping  father  claims  thy  deftin'd  head. 
And  fpoufe,  a  widow  in  her  bridal  bed  :  40 

On  thefe  thy  conquer'd  fpoils  I  fhall  beftow. 
To  foothe  a  confort's  and  a  parent's  woe  j 
No  longer  then  defer  the  glorious  ftrife. 
Let  Heaven  decide  our  fortune,  fame,  and  life. 

Swift  as  the  word  the  miffile  lance  he  flifigs,        4j^ 
The  well-aim'd  weapon  on  the  buckler  rings, 
Eut  blunted  by  the  brafs  innoxious  falls. 
On  Jove  the  father,  great  Atrides  calls. 
Nor  flies  the  javelin  from  his  arm  in  vain. 
It  pierc'd  his  throat,  and  bent  him  to  the  plain ;      jO 
Wide  through  the  neck  appears  the  grifly  wound. 
Prone  finks  the  warriour,  and  his  arms  refound* 
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The  ftilning  circlets  of  his  golden  hair. 
Which  ev'n  the  Graces  might  be  proud  to  wear, 
Inftarr'd  with  gems  and  gold,  beftrow  the  ftiore,     5^ 
With  duft  difhonour'd,  and  deform'd  with  gore. 

As  the  young  olive,  in  fome  fylvan  fcene, 
Crown'd  by  frelli  fountains  with  eternal  green^ 
Lifts  the  gay  head,  in  fnowy  flowerets  fair. 
And  plays  and  dances  to  the  gentle  air  ;  60 

When  lo  !  a  whirlwind  from  high  heaven  invades 
The  tender  plant,  and  withers  all  its  fhades  j 
It  lies  uprooted  from  its  genial  bed, 
A  lovely  ruin,  now  defac'd  and  dead. 
,Thus  young,  thus  beautiful,  Euphorbus  lay,  £^ 

While  the  fierce  Spartan  tore  his  arms  away. 
Proud  of  his  deed,  and  glorious  in  the  prize,^ 
Affrighted  Troy  the  towering  viftor  flies  ; 
Flies,  as  before  fome  mountain  lion's  ire 
The  village  curs  and  trembling  fwains  retire,  "70 

When  o'er  the  flaughter'd  bull  they  hear  him  roar. 
And  fee  his  jaws  diftill  with  fmoking  gore  ; 
All  pale  with  fear,  at  diftance  fcatter'd  round. 
The}'  fhout  inceflant,  and  the  vales  refound. 

Meanwhile  Apollo  view'd  with  envious  eyes,       75 
And  urg'd  great  Hedlor  to  difpute  the  prize 
(In  Mentes'  fhape,  beneath  whole  martial  care 
The  rough  Ciconians  learn 'd  the  trade  of  war}: 
Forbear,  he  cry'd,  with  fruitlefs  fpeed  to  chace 
Achilles'  courfers,  of  astherial  race;  So 

They  ftoop  not,  thefe,  to  mortal  man's  CMnmand, 
Or  ftoop  to  none  but  great  Achilles'  hand. 

Too 
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Too  long  amus'd  with  a  purfuit  fo  vain. 

Turn,  and  behold  the  brave  Eiiphorbus  flain  ! 

3y  Sparta  flain  !  for  ever  now  fuppreft  85 

The  fire  which  burn'd  in  that  undaunted  breafl: ! 

Thus  having  fpoke,  Apollo  wing'd  his  flight. 
And  mix'd  with  mortals  in  the  toils  of  fight ; 
His  words  infix'd  unutterable  care 
J>eep  in  great  Heftor's  foul  :  through  all  the  war     90 
He  darts  his  anxious  eye  ;  and  inftant  view'd 
The  breathlefs  hero  in  his  blood  imbrued 
(Forth  welling  from  the  wound,  as  prone  he  lay) 
And  in  the  vidor's  hands  tlie  fliining  prey. 
;Sheath'd,in  bright  arms,  through  cleaving  ranks  he  flies. 
And  fends  his  voice  in  thunder  to  the  Ikies  ; 
Fierce  as  a  flood  of  flame  by  Vulcan  fent. 
It  flew,  and  lir'd  the  nations  as  it  went. 
Atrides  from  the  voice  the  fi;orm  divin'd, 
4And  thus  explor'd  his  own  unconquer'd  mind  :       roo 

Then  fliall  I  quit  Patroclus  on  the  plain. 
Slain  in  my  caufe,  and  for  my  honour  flain  ? 
Defert.the  arms,  the  relicks  of  my  friend  ? 
Or,  fingly,  Heftor  and  his  troops  attend  ? 
Sure  where  fuch  partial  favour  Heaven  befl:ow'd,    io<^ 
To  brave  the  hero  were  to  brave  the  God : 
Forgive  hie,  Greece,  if  once  I  quit  the  field  ; 
'Tis  not  to  Hedlor,  but  to  Heaven,  I  yield. 
Yet,  nor  the  God,  nor  Heaven,  fliould  give  me  fear, 
^id  but  the  voice  of  Ajax  reach  my  ear  :  no 

Still  would  we  turn,  ftill  battle  on  the  plains. 
And  give  Achilles  .all  that  yet  remains. 

Of 
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Of  his  and  our  Patroclus — This,  no  more. 
The  time  allow'd :   Troy  thicken'd  on  the  {hore, 
A  fable  fcene  !  The  terrours  Heftor  led.  1 1  r 

Slow  he  recedes,  and  fighing  quits  the  dead. 

So  from  the  fold  th'  unwilling  lion  parts, 
Forc'd  by  loud  clamours,  and  a  llorm  of  darts  ; 
He  flies  indeed,  but  threatens  as  he  flies. 
With  heart  indignant  and  retorted  eyes.  120. 

Now  enter'd  in  the  Spartan  ranks,  he  turn'd 
His  manly  breaft,  and  with  new  fury  burn'd  ; 
O'er  all  the  black  battalions  fent  his  view. 
And  through  the  cloud  the  god-like  Ajax  knew  ;   . 
Where  labouring  on  the  left  the  warriour  flood,     125  ' 
All  grim  in  arms,  and  cover'd  o'er  with  blood  ; 
There  breathing  courage,  where  the  God  of  Day 
Had  funk  each  heart  with  terrour  and  difmay. 

To  him  the  king  :  Oh  Ajax,  oh  my  friend ; 
Haile,  and  Patroclus'  lov'd  remains  defend:  130 

The  body  to  Achilles  to  reftore. 
Demands  our  care  ;  alas,  we  can  no  more  ! 
For  naked  now,  defpoil'd  of  arms,  he  lies ; 
And  HeClor  glories  in  the  dazzling  prize. 
He  faid,  and  touch'd  his  heart.     The  raging  pair  135 
Pierce  the  thick  battle,  and  provoke  the  war. 
Already  had  ftern  Heflor  feiz'd  his  head. 
And  doom'd  to  Trojan  dogs  th'  unhappy  dead  ; 
But  foon  (as  Ajax  rear'd  his  tower-like  fliield) 
Sprung  to  his  car,  and  meafur'd  back  the  field.     140 
His  train  to  Troy  the  radiant  armour  bear. 
To  Hand  a  trophy  of  his  fame  in  war,  •     . 

Meanwhile 
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Meanwhile  great  Ajax  (his  broad  fhield  difplay'd) 
Guards  the  dead  hero  with  the  dreadful  {hade  ; 
And  now  before,  and  now  behind,  he  ftood ;         145 
Thus,  in  the  centre  of  fome  gloomy  wood. 
With  many  a  ftep  the  lionefs  furrounds 
Her  tawny  young,  befet  by  men  and  hounds  ; 
Elate  her  heart,  and  rouzing  all  her  powers. 
Dark  o'er  the  fiery  balls  each  hanging  eye-brow  lowers. 
Fall  by  his  fide  the  generous  Spartan  glows 
With  great  revenge,  and  feeds  his  inward  woes. 

But  Glaucus,  leader  of  the  Lycian  aids. 
On  Hedlor  frowning,  thus  his  flight  upbraids  : 
Where  now  in  Hedor  Ihall  we  Heftor  find  ?  irr 

A  manly  form,  without  a  manly  mind  ! 
Is  this,  O  chief  I  a  hero's  boafted  fame  ? 
How  vain^  without  the  merit,  is  the  name  ! 
Since  battle  is  renounc'd,  thy  thoughts  employ 
What  other  methods  may  preferve  thy  Troy  :  160 

'Tis  time  to  try  if  Ilion's  ftate  can  ftand 
By  thee  alone,  nor  afk  a  foreign  hand  ; 
Mean,  empty  boaft !  but  fhall  the  Lycians  flake 
Their  lives  for  you  ?  thofe  Lycians  you  forfake  ? 
What  from  thy  thanklefs  arms  can  we  exped;  ?      j  65; 
Thy  friend  Sarpe<lon  proves  thy  ba&  negleft  : 
Say,  (hall  our  llaughter'd  bodies  guard  your  walls. 
While  unreveng'd  the  great  Sarpedon  falls  ? 
Ev'n  where  he  dy'd  for  Troy,  you  left  him  there, 
A  ieaft  for  dogs,  and  all  the  fowls  of  air.  170 

On  my  command  if  any  Lycian  wait. 
Hence  let  him  jnarch,  and  give  up  Troy  to  fate. 

Did 
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Did  fuch  a  fpirit  as  the  Gods  impart 
Impel  one  Trojan  hand,  or  Trojan  heart 
(Such,  as  fhould  burn  in  every  foul,  that  draws     17^ 
The  fword  for  glory,  and  his  country's  caufe  ;) 
Ev'n  yet  our  mutual  arms  we  might  employ. 
And  drag  yon  carcafe  to  the  walls  of  Troy. 
Oh  !  were  Patroclus  ours,  we  might  obtain 
Sarpedon's  arms  and  honour'd  corfe  again  !  j  8© 

Greece  with  Achilles  friend  lliould  be  repaid. 
And  thus  due  honours  purchas'd  to  his  Ihade, 
But  words  are  vain— Let  Ajax  once  appear. 
And  Hedor  trembles  and  recedes  with  fear  j 
Thou  dar'ft  not  meet  the  terrours  of  his  eye  j         18^ 
And  lot  already  thou  prepar'll  to  fly. 

The  Trojan  chief  with  lix'd  refentment  ey'd 
The  Lycian  leader,  and  fedate  replied  : 

Say,  is  it  juft  (my  friend)  that  Heftor's  ear 
From  fuch  a  warriour  fuch  a  fpeech  Ihould  hear  ?  190 
I  deem'd  thee  once  the  wifeft  of  thy  kind. 
But  ill  this  infult  fuits  a  prudent  mind. 
I  fliun  great  Ajax  ?  I  defert  my  train  ? 
'"Tis  mine  to  prove  the  rafh  affertion  vain  ; 
I  joy  to  mingle  where  the  battle  bleeds,  igr 

And  hear  the  thunder  of  the  founding  fteeds. 
But  Jove's  high  will  is  ever  uncontrol'd. 
The  ftrong  he  withers,  and  confounds  the  bold; 
Now  crowns  with  fame  the  mighty  man,  and  now 
S-trikcs  the  frefli  garland  from  the  vigor's  brow !    200 
Come,  through  yon  fquadron  let  us  hew  the  way. 
And  thou  be  witnefi,  if  I  fear  to-day  ; 

I  If 


J4^  P  O  P  E-  S     H  b  M  E  r; 

If  yet  a  Greek  the  fight  of  Hedor  dread. 
Or  yet  their  hero  can  defend  the  dead. 

Then,  turning  to  the  martial  hofts,  he  cries,     20^ 
Yc  Trojans,  Dardans,  Lycians,  and  allies  ! 
Be  men  (my  friends)  in  adion  as  in  name, 
And  yet  be  mindful  of  your  ancient  fame. 
Heftor  in  proud  Achilles'  arms  fliall  (hine, 
Torn  from  his  friend,  by  right  of  conqueft  mine.  2 1  o 

He  ftrode  along  the  field,  as  thus  he  faid 
(The  fable  plumage  nodded  o'er  his  head)  : 
Swift  through  the  fpacious  plain  he  fent  a  look  ; 
One  inftant  faw,  one  inftant  overtook 
The  diftant  band,  that  on  the  fandy  fliore  215 

The  radiant  fpoils  to  facred  Ilion  bore. 
There  his  own  mail  unbrac'd  the  field  beftrow'd  ; 
His  train  to  Troy  convey'd  the  mafly  load. 
Now  blazing  in  th'  immortal  arms  he  (lands. 
The  work  and  prefent  of  celeflial  hands;  220 

By  aged  Peleus  to  Achilles  given. 
As  firft  to  Peleus  by  the  court  of  Heaven  : 
His  father's  arms  not  long  Achilles  wears. 
Forbid  by  fate  to  reach  his  father's  years. 

Him,  proud  in  triumph,  glittering  from  afar,  22, 
The  God,  whofe  thunder  rends  the  troubled  air. 
Beheld  with  pity,  as  apart  he  fate. 
And  confcious  look'd  through  all  the  fcene  of  fate. 
He  ftiook  the  fiicred  honours  of  his  head  ; 
Olympus  trembled,  and  the  Godhead  faid  :  2  50 

Ah  wretched  man  !  unmindful  of  thy  end  ! 
A  moment's  elory  !  and  what  fates  attend  ? 


ILIAD,    Book  XVII.  1+5 

In  heavenly  panoply  divinely  bright 
Thou  ftand'ft,  and  armies  tremble  at  thy  fight. 
As  at  Achilles'  felf !  beneath  thy  dart  23  J 

Lies  flain  the  great  Achilles'  dearer  part : 
Thou  from  the  mighty  dead  thofe  arms  haft  torn. 
Which  once  the  greateft  of  mankind  had  worn. 
Yet  live  !  I  give  thee  one  illuftrious  day, 
A  blaze  of  glory  ere  thou  fad'ft  auay  ;  240 

Por  ah  !  no  more  Andromache  fliall  come, 
With  joyful  tears  to  welcome  Heftor  home  ; 
J^o  more  officious,  with  endearing  charms. 
From  thy  tir'd  limbs  unbrace  Pelides'  arms! 

Then  with  his  fable  brow  he  gave  the  nod,        245 
That  feals  his  word ;  the  fanftion  of  the  God. 
The  ftubborn  arms  (by  Jove's  command  difpos'd) 
Conform'd  fpontaneous,  and  around  him  clos'd  ; 
Fill'd  with  the  God,  enlarg'd  his  members  gi  .vv. 
Through  all  his  veins  a  fudden  vigour  flew,  250 

The  blood  in  briflcer  tides  began  to  roll. 
And  Mars  himfelf  came  rufhing  on  his  foul. 
Exhorting  loud,  through  all  the  field  he  ftrode. 
And  look'd,  and  mov'd,  Achilles,  or  a  God. 
Now  Mefthles,  Glaucus,  Medon,  he  infpires ;       255 
'Now  Phorcys,  Chromius,  and  Hippothous,  fires ; 
The  great  Thefilocus  like  fury  found, 
Afteropseus  kindled  at  the  found. 
And  Ennomus,  in  augury  renown'd. 
Hear,  all  ye  hofts,  and  hear,  unnumber'd  bands    2  Co 
Of  neighbouring  nations,  or  of  diftant  lauds ! 
'Twas  not  for  ftate  we  fummon'd  you  fo  tar. 
To  boaft  our  numbers,  and  the  pomp  of  war ; 

Vol.  XLIX.  L  Ye 
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Ye  came  to  fight ;  a  valiant  foe  to  chace. 

To  fave  our  prefent,  and  our  future  race.  26^ 

For  this,  our  wealth,  our  produfts,  you  enjoy. 

And  glean  the  relicks  of  exhaufted  Troy. 

JsTow  then  to  conquer  or  to  die  prepare. 

To  die  or  conquer  are  the  terms  of  war. 

Whatever  hand  fhall  win  Patroclus  flain,  270 

Whoe'er  fhall  drag  him  to  the  Trojan  train. 

With  Heftor's  felf  fliall  equal  honours  claim  ; 

With  Heftor  part  the  fpoil,  and  (hare  the  fame. 

Fir'd  by  his  words,  the  troops  difmifs  their  fears. 
They  join,  they  thicken,  they  protend  their  fpears^  275 
"Full  on  the  Greeks  they  drive  in  firm  array. 
And  each  from  Ajax  hopes  the  glorious  prey  : 
Vain  hope  !  what  number  fhall  the  field  o'erfpread. 
What  viftims  perilhi  round  the  mighty  dead  ? 
Great  Ajax  mark'd  the  growing  ftorm  from  far,  280 
And  thus  befpoke  his  brother  of  the  war  : 
Our  fatal  day,  alas  !  is  come  (my  friend) 
And  all  our  wars  and  glories  at  an  end  ! 
"Tis  not  this  corfe  alone  we  guard  in  vain, 
Condemn'd  to  vultures  on  the  Trojan  plain  ;         285 
We  too  muft  yield  :  the  fame  fad  fate  muft  fall 
On  thee,  on  me,  perhaps  (my  friend)  on  all. 
See  what  a  tempeft  direful  Hedor  fpreads. 
And  lo!  it  burfts,  it  thunders  on  our  heads! 
Call  on  our  Greeks,  if  any  hear  the  call,  290 

The  braveft  Greeks :  this  hour  demands  them  all. 

The  warriour  rais'd  his  voice,  and  wide  around 
The  field  re-echoed  the  diftrefsful  found  : 

Oh 
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Oh  chiefs !  oh  princes  !  to  whofe  hand  is  given 
The  rule  of  men  ;  whofe  glory  is  from  Heaven  !    295 
Whom  with  due  honours  both  Atrides  grace  : 
Ye  guides  and  guardians  of  our  Argive  race  ! 
All,  whom  this  well-known  voice  Ihall  reach  fo  far. 
All,  whom  I  fee  not  through  this  cloud  of  v/ar  ; 
Come  all !  let  ger.erous  rage  your  arms  employ,     30* 
And  fave  Patroclus  from  the  dogs  of  Troy. 

Oilean  Ajax  firft  the  voice  obey'd. 
Swift  was  his  pace,  and  ready  was  his  aid  ; 
Next  him  Idomeneus,  more  flow  with  age,. 
And  Merion,  burning  with  a  hero's  rage.  30J 

The  long  fucceeding  numbers  who  can  name  ? 
But  all  were  Greeks,  and  eager  all  for  fame. 
Fierce  to  the  charge  o-reat  Heftor  led  the  throng; : 
Whole  Troy,  embodied,  rufh'd  with  fhouts  along. 
Thus,  when  a  mountain-billow  foams  and  raves,    310 
Where  fonie  fwoln  river  difembogues  his  waves. 
Full  in  the  mouth  is  flopp'd  the  rufliing  tide. 
The  boiling  ocean  works  from  fide  to  fide. 
The  river  trembles*to  his  utmoft  fliore. 
And  diitant  rocks  rebellow  to  the  roar.  31? 

Nor  lefs  refolv'd,  the  firm  Achaian  band 
With  brazen  fljields  in  horrid  circle  Hand  : 
Jove,  pouring  darknefs  o'er  the  mingled  fight. 
Conceals  the  warriours'  fliining  helms  in  night  : 
To  him,  the  chief  for  whom  the  hofts  contend,      320 
Had  liv'd  not  hateful,  for  he  liv'd  a  friend  ; 
Dead  he  proteds  him  with  fuperior  care. 
Nor  docnjs  his  carcafc  to  the  birds  of  air, 

L  2  The 
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The  firft  attack  the  Grecians  fcarce  fuflain  ; 
Repuls'd,  they  yield,  the  Trojans  feize  the  flain  :  325 
Then  fierce  they  rally,  to  revenge  led  on 
By  the  fwift  rage  of  Ajax  Telamon 
(Ajax,  to  Peleus'  fon  the  fecond  name. 
In  graceful  ftature  next,  and  next  in  fame;) 
With  headlong  force  the  foremoft  ranks  he  tore:     330 
So  through  the  thicket  biirfts  the  mountain-boar. 
And  rudely  fcatters,  far  to  diftance  round. 
The  frighted  hunter  and  the  baying  hound. 
The  fon  of  Lethus,  brave  Pelafgus'  heir, 
Hippothoiis,  dragg'd  the  carcafe  through  the  war ;  ^^^ 
The  finewy  ancles  bor'd,  the  feet  he  bound 
With  thongs,  inferted  through  the  double  wound  : 
Inevitable  fate  o'ertakes  the  deed  ; 
Doom'd  by  great  Ajax'  vengeful  lance  to  bleed  : 
It  cleft  the  helmet's  brazen  cheeks  in  twain  ;  340 

The  fhatter'd  creft  and  horfe-hair  ftrow  the  plain  : 
With  nerves  relax'd  he  tumbles  to  the  ground  : 
The  brain  comes  gufhing  through  the  ghaftly  wound  : 
He  drops  Patroclus'  foot,  and  o'er  him  fpread 
Now  lies,  a  fad  companion  of  the  dead  :  34J' 

Far  from  LarifTa  lies,  his  native  air. 
And  ill  requites  his  parent's  tender  care. 
Lamented  youth  !  in  life's  firft  bloom  he  fell. 
Sent  by  great  Ajax  to  the  (hades  of  hell. 
Once  more  at  Ajax,  Heftor's  javelin  flies  :  350 

The  Grecian  marking,  as  it  cut  the  fkies, 
Shunn'd  the  defcending  death  ;  which  hiffing  on, 
Stretch'd  in  the  dull  the  great  Iphytus'  fon, 

Schedius 
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Schedliis  the  brave,  of  all  the  Phocian  kind 

The  boldeft  warriour,  and  the  nobleft  mind  :     ^    35  j 

In  little  Panope,  for  ftrength  renown'd. 

He  held  his  feat,  and  rul'd  the  realms  around. 

Plung'd  in  his  throat,  the  weapon  drank  his  blood. 

And  deep  tranfpiercing  through  the  fhoulJer  flood ; 

In  clanging  arms  the  hero  fell,  and  all  360 

The  fields  refounded  with  his  weighty  fall, 

Phorcys,  as  flain  HippothoUs  he  defends. 

The  Telamonian  lance  his  belly  rends; 

The  hollow  armour  burft  before  the  ftroke. 

And  through  the  wound  the  rufhing  entrails  broke:  365 

In  ftrong  convulfions  panting  on  the  fands 

He  lies,  and  grafps  the  duft  with  dying  hands. 

Struck  at  the  fight,  recede  the  Trojan  train : 
The  fhouting  Argives  ftrip  the  heroes  flain. 
And  now  had  Troy,  by  Greece  compell'd  to  yield,  370 
Fled  to  her  ramparts,  and  refign'd  the  field  ; 
Greece,  in  her  native  fortitude  elate. 
With  Jove  averfe,  had  turn'd  the  fcaie  of  fate  : 
But  Phoebus  urg'd  ^neas  to  the  fight ; 
He  feem'd  like  aged  Periphas  to  fight  3-7  r 

(A  herald  in  Anchifes'  love  grown  old, 
Rever'd  for  prudence;  and  with  prudence,  bold). 

Thus  he — What  methods  yet,  oh  chief  !  remain. 
To  fave  your  Troy,  though  Heaven  its  fall  ordain  ? 
•There  have  been  heroes,  who,  by  virtuous  care,    3 So 
By  valour,  numbers,  and  by  arts  of  war. 
Have  forc'd  the  Powers  to  fpare  a  finking  ftate. 
And  gain'd  at  length  the  glorious  odds  of  fate, 

L  3  But 
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But  you,  when  Fortune  fmiles,  when  Jove  declares 
His  partial  favour,  and  affills  your  wars,  38^ 

Your  fhameful  efForts  'gainft  yourfelves  employ. 
And  force  th'  unwilling  God  to  ruin  Troy. 

^neas,  through  the  form  aflum'd,  defcries  . 
The  Power  conceal'd,  and  thus  to  Heftor  cries  : 
Oh  lafting  fliame  !  to  our  own  fears  a  prey,       «     390 
We  feek  our  ramparts,  and  defert  the  day  ! 
A  God  (nor  is  he  lefs)  my  bofom  warms. 
And  tells  me,  Jove  afferts  the  Trojan  arms. 

He  fpoke,  and  foremaft  to  the  combat  flew  : 
The  bold  example  all  his  hoft  purfue.  395 

Then  firft,  Leocritus  beneath  him  bled. 
In  vain  belov'd  by  valiant  Lycomede  ; 
Who  view'd  his  fall,  and,  grieving  at  the  chance. 
Swift  to  revenge  it,  fent  his  angry  lance  : 
The  whirling  lance,  with  vigorous  force  addreft,  400 
Defcends,  and  pants  in  Apifaon's  breaft : 
From  rich  P;£onia's  vales  the  warriour  came. 
Next  thee,  Afteropeus !  in  place  and  fame. 
Afteropeus  with  grief  beheld  the  flain. 
And  rufh'd  to  combat,  but  he  rufh'd  in  vain  :       405 
Indiffolubly  firm,  around  the  dead. 
Rank  within  rank,  or  buckler  buckler  fpread. 
And  hemm'd  with  briftled  fpears,  the  Grecian  ftood  : 
A  brazert  bulwark,  and  an  iron  wood. 
Great  Ajax  eyes  them  with  inceflant  care,  410 

And  in  an  orb  contracts  the  crouded  war, 
Clofe  m  their  ranks  commands  to  fight  or  fall. 
And  ftands  the  centre  and  the  foul  of  all ; 

Fixt 
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Fixt  on  the  fpot  they  war,  and,  wounded,  wound  ; 
A  fanguine  torrent  fteeps  the  reeking  ground  ;        41 J 
On  heaps  the  Greeks,  on  heaps  the  Trojans  bled. 
And,  thickening  round  them,  rife  the  hills  of  dead. 

Greece,  in  clofe  order,  and  colledled  might. 
Yet  fuffers  leaft,  and  fways  the  wavering  fight  j 
Fierce  as  conflidling  fires  the  combat  burns,  429 

And  now  it  rifes,  now  it  finks,  by  turns. 
In  one  thick  darknefs  all  the  fight  was  loft  ; 
The  fun,  the  moon,  and  all  th'  stherial  hoft, 
Seem'd  as  extindl :  day  ravifh'd  from  their  eyes. 
And  all  heaven's  fplendours  blotted  from  the  Ikies,  42^ 
Such  o'er  Patroclus'  body  hung  the  night. 
The  reft  in  funfliine  fought,  and  open  light : 
Unclouded  there,  th'  aerial  azure  fpread. 
No  vapour  refted  on  the  mountain's  head  ; 
The  golden  fun  pour'd  forth  a  ftronger  ray,  430 

And  all  the  broad  expanfion  flam'd  with  day. 
Difpers'd  around  the  plain,  by  fits,  they  fight. 
And  here,  and  there,  their  fcatter'd  arrows  light : 
But  death  and  darknefs  o'er  the  carcafe  fpread, 
There  burn'd  the  war,  and  there  the  mighty  bled.  435 

Meanwhile  the  fons  of  Neftor  in  the  rear 
(Their  fellows  routed)  tofs  the  diftant  fpear. 
And  fkirmifh  wide  :  fo  Neftor  gave  command. 
When  from  the  fhips  he  fent  the  Pylian  band. 
The  youthful  brothers  thus  for  fame  contend,         440 
Nor  knew  the  fortune  of  Achilles'  friend  ; 
In  thought  they  view'd  him  ftill,  with  martial  joy. 
Glorious  in  arms,  and  dealing  deaths  to  Troy. 

L  4  But 
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But  round  the  corpfe  the  heroes  pant  for  breath. 
And  thick  and  heavy  grows  the  v/ork  of  death  :    44^ 
O'erlabour'd  now,  with  dull,  and  fweat,  and  gore. 
Their  knees,  their  legs,  their  feet,  are  cover'd  o'er ; 
Drops  follow  drops,  the  clouds  on  clouds  arife. 
And  carnage  clogs  their  hands,  and  darknefs  fills  their 

eyes. 
As  when  a  flaughter'd  bull's  yet-reeking  hide,       45^0 
Strain'd  with  full  force,  and  tugg'd  from  fide  to  fide. 
The  brawny  curriers  ftretch  ;  and  labour  o'er 
Th'  extended  furface,  drunk  with  fat  and  gore : 
So,  tugging  round  the  corpfe  both  armies  flood ; 
The  mangled  body  bath'd  in  fweat  and  blood  :      4^^ 
While  Greeks  and  Ilions  equal  ftrength  employ, 
Kow  to  the  (hips  to  force  it,  now  to  Troy. 
Not  Palhs'  felf,  her  breaft  when  fury  warms. 
Nor  he  whofe  anger  fets  the  world  in  arms. 
Could  blame thisfcene;  fuch  rage,fuch  horrour  reign 'd; 
Such,  Jove  to  honour  the  great  dead  ordain'd. 

Achilles  in  his  fhips  at  diftance  lay. 
Nor  knew  the  fatal  fortune  of  the  day  ; 
He,  yet  unconfcious  of  Patroclus'  fall. 
In  duft  extended  under  Ilion's  v/all,  465 

Expefts  him  glorious  from  the  conquer 'd  plain. 
And  for  his  wifti'd  return  prepares  in  vain  ; 
Though  well  he  knew,  to  make  proud  Ilion  bend. 
Was  more  than  Heaven  had  deftin'd  to  his  friend ; 
Perhaps  to  him  :  this  Thetis  had  reveal'd;  470 

The  reft,  in  pity  to  her  fon,  conceal'd. 

Still  rag'd  the  conflict  round  the  hero  dead. 
And  heaps  on  heaps  by  mutual  wounds  they  bled  ; 

Curs'd 
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Curs'd  be  the  man  (ev'n  private  Greeks  would  fayj 
Who  dares  defert  this  vvell-difputed  day  I  ^-j^ 

Firft  may  the  cleaving  earth  before  our  eyes 
Gape  wide,  and  drink  our  blood  for  facrifice  f 
Firft  perifh  all,  ere  haughty  Troy  fhall  boaft 
We  loft  Patroclus,  and  our  glory  loft  ! 

Thus  they.    While  with  one  voice  the  Trojans  faid^ 
Grant  this  day,  Jove!  or  heap  us  on  the  dead  ! 

Then  clafh  their  founding  arms  ;  the  clangors  rife. 
And  fhake  the  brazen  concave  of  the  Ikies. 

Meantime,  at  diftance  from  the  fcene  of  blood. 
The  penfive  fteeds  of  great  Achilles  flood  ;  485 

Their  god-like  matter  flain  before  their  eyes. 
They  wept,  and  (har'd  in  human  miferies. 
In  vain  Automeion  now  fiiakes  the  rein. 
Now  plies  the  lafn,  and  foothes  and  threats  in  vain  ? 
Nor  to  the  fight  nor  Hellefpont  they  go,  490 

Reftive  they  flood,  and  obftinate  in  woe  : 
Still  as  a  tomb-ftone,  never  to  be  mov'd. 
On  feme  good  man  or  woman  unreprov'd. 
Lays  its  eternal  weight ;  or  fix'd  as  ftands 
A  marble  courfer  by  the  fculptor's  hands,  49  j 

Plac'd  on  the  hero's  grave.     Along  their  face 
The  big  round  drops  cours'd  down  with  filent  pace, 
Conglobing  on  the  dufl.     Their  jnanes,  that  late 
Circled  their  arched  necks,  and  wav'd  in  flate, 
Trail'd  on  the  dufl  beneath  the  yoke  were  fpread,  500 
And  prone  to  earth  was  hung  their  languid  head  : 
Nor  Jove  difdain'd  to  caft  a  pitying  look. 
While  thus  relenting  to  the  fteeds  he  fpoke  : 

Unhappy 


,54>  P  O  P  E  '  S    H  O  M  E  R, 

Unhappy  courfers  of  immorial  flrain  ! 
Exempt  from  age,  and  deathlefs,  now  in  vain  ;     50^^ 
Did  we  your  race  on  mortal  man  bellow^ 
Only,  alas !  to  iliare  in  mortal  woe  ? 
For  ah  I  what  is  there,  of  inferior  birth. 
That  breathes  or  creeps  upon  the  duft  of  earth ; 
What  wretched  creature,  of  what  wretched  kind,  510 
Than  man  more  weak,  calamitous,  and  blind  ? 
A  miferable  race !   But  ceafe  to  mourn  ; 
For  not  by  you  ihall  Priam's  fon  be  borne 
High  on  the  fplendid  car  :  one  glorious  prize 
He  radily  boafts ;  the  reft  our  will  denies.  ^i^ 

Ourfelf  will  fwiftnefs  to  your  nerves  impart, 
Ourfelf  with  rifing  fpirits  fwell  your  heart. 
Automedon  your  rapid  flight  (hall  bear 
Safe  to  the  navy  through  the  ftorm  of  war  : 
For  yet  'tis  given  to  Troy,  to  ravage  o'er  520 

The  field,  and  fpread  her  flaughters  to  the  fhorej 
The  fun  fhall  fee  her  conquer,  till  his  fall 
With  facred  darknefs  fliades  the  face  of  all. 

He  faid  ;  and,  breathing  in  th'  immortal  horfe 
ExeeiTive  fpirit,  urg'd  them  to  the  courfe ;  52^ 

From  their  high  manes  they  fhake  the  duft,  and  bear 
The  kindling  chariot  through  the  parted  war  : 
So  flies  a  vulture  through  the  clamorous  train 
Of  geefe,  that  fcream,  and  fcatter  round  the  plain. 
From  danger  now  with  fwifteft  fpeed  they  flew,    530 
And  now  to  conqueft  with  like  fpeed  purfue  ; 
Sole  in  the  feat  the  charioteer  remains. 
Now  plies  the  javelin,  now  dircAs  the  reins : 

Him 
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Him  brave  Alcimedon  beheld  diftreft, 
Approach'd  the  chariot,  and  the  chief  addreft:      i^^^ 

What  God  provokes  thee,  raflily  thus  to  dare. 
Alone,  unaided,  in  the  thickeft  war  ? 
Alas !  thy  friend  is  flain,  and  Heftor  wields 
Achilles*  arms  triumphant  in  the  fields. 

In  happy  time  (the  charioteer  replies)  540 

The  bold  Alcimedon  now  greets  my  eyes  ; 
No  Greek  like  him  the  heavenly  fteeds  reftrains. 
Or  holds  their  fury  in  fufpended  reins  : 
I'atroclus,  while  he  liv'd,  their  rage  could  tame. 
But  now  Patroclus  is  an  empty  name  !  ^^^ 

To  thee  I  yield  the  feat,  to  thee  refign 
The  ruling  charge  :  the  taik  of  fight  be  mine. 

He  faid.     Alcimedon,  with  aftive  heat. 
Snatches  the  reins,  and  vaults  into  the  feat. 
His  friend  defcends.  The  chief  of  Troy  defcry'd,  550 
And  call'd  ^neas,  fighting  near  his  fide  : 
Lo,  to  my  fight,  beyond  our  hope,  reilor'd 
Achilles'  car,  deferted  of  its  lord  ! 
The  glorious  fteeds  our  ready  arms  invite. 
Scarce  their  weak  drivers  guide  them  through  the  fight: 
Can  fuch  opponents  ftand,  when  we  affail  ? 
Unite  thy  force,  my  friend,  and  we  prevail. 

The  fon  of  Venus  to  the  counfel  yields ; 
Then  o'er  their  backs  they  fpread  their  folid  fhields ; 
With  brafs  refulgent  the  broad  furface  fliin'd,      560 
And  thick  bull-hides  the  fpacious  concave  lin'd. 
Then  Chromias  follows,  Aretus  fucceeds ; 
Each  hopes  the  conqueft  of  the  lofty  fteeds; 

2  In 
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In  vain,  brave  youths,  v>'ith  glorious  hopes  ye  bum. 

In  vain  advance,  not  fated  to  return.  ^6^ 

Unmov'd,  Automedon  attends  the  fight. 
Implores  th'  Eternal,  and  colle(fls  his  might. 
Then  turning  to  his  friend,  with  dauntlefs  mind : 
Oh  keep  the  foaming  courfers  clofe  behind  ! 
Full  on  my  ihoulders  let  their  noftrils  blow,  570 

For  hard  the  fight,  determin'd  is  the  foe  ; 
'Tis  Hector  comes ;  and  when  he  feeks  the  prize, 
'V^'^ar  knows  no  mean :  he  wins  it,  or  he  dies. 

Then  through  the  field  he  fends  his  voice  aloud. 
And  calls  th'  Ajaces  from  the  warring  croud,         575 
With  great  Atrides.     Hither  turn  (he  faid) 
Turn,  where  diftrefs  demands  immediate  aid  ; 
The  dead,  encircled  by  his  friends,  forego. 
And  fave  the  living  from  a  fiercer  foe. 
Unhelp'd  we  ftand,  unequal  to  engage  580 

The  force  of  Heftor,  and  Eneas'  rage  : 
Yet,  mighty  as  they  are,  my  force  to  prove 
Is  only  mine  :  th'  event  belongs  to  Jove. 

He  fpoke,  and  high  the  founding  javelin  flung. 
Which  pafs'd  the  fhield  of  Aretus  the  young  ;        585 
It  pierc'd  his  belt,  embofs'd  with  curious  art. 
Then  in  the  lower  belly  ftuck  the  dart. 
As  when  a  ponderous  axe,  defcending  full. 
Cleaves  the  broad  forehead  of  fome  brawny  bull ; 
Struck  'twixt  the  horns,  he  fprings  with  many  a  bound. 
Then  tumbling  rolls  enormous  on  the  ground  : 
'J'hus  fell  the  youth,  the  air  his  foul  receiv'd. 
And  the  fj^ear  trembled  as  his  entrails  heav'd. 

Now 
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Now  at  Automcdon  the  Trojan  foe 
I)ifcharg'd  his  lance  ;  the  meditated  blow,  ^g  j 

Stooping,  he  fhunn'd  ;  the  javelin  idly  fled. 
And  hifs'd  innoxious  o'er  the  hero's  head ; 
Deep-rooted  in  the  ground,  the  forceful  fpear 
In  long  vibration  fpent  its  fury  there. 
With  clafhing  falchions  now  the  chiefs  had  clos'd,  600 
But  each  brave  Ajax  heard,  and  interpos'd; 
Nor  longer  Heftor  with  his  Trojans  flood. 
But  left  their  flain  companion  in  his  blood  ; 
His  arms  Automedon  diverts,  and  cries. 
Accept,  Patroclus,  this  mean  facrifice  !  60  j 

Thus  have  I  footh'd  my  griefs,  and  thus  have  paid. 
Poor  as  it  is,  fome  offering  to  thy  fliade  ! 

So  looks  the  lion  o'er  a  mangled  boar. 
All  grim  with  rage,  and  horrible  with  gore. 
High  on  the  chariot  at  one  bound  he  fprung,         610 
And  o'er  his  feat  the  bloody  trophies  hung. 

And  nov/  Minerva,  from  the  realms  of  air, 
Defcends  impetuous,  and  renews  the  war; 
For,  pleas'd  at  length  the  Grecian  arms  to  aid. 
The  Lord  of  Thunders  fent  the  blue-ey'd  Maid,  61^ 
As  when  high  Jove,  denouncing  future  woe. 
O'er  the  dark  clouds  extends  his  purple  bow 
(Tn  fign  of  tempefls  from  the  troubled  air. 
Or  from  the  rage  of  man,  deftruftive  war) 
The  drooping  cattle  dread  th'  impending  fliies,     620 
And  from  his  half-till'd  field  the  labourer  flies ; 
In  fuch  a  form  the  Goddefs  round  her  drew 
A  livid  cloud,  and  to  the  battle  flew. 

Aflumin^ 
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Affuming  Phoenix*  fhape,  on  earth  fhe  falls. 

And  in  his  well-known  voice  to  Sparta  calls  :         62^ 

And  lies  Achilles'  friend,  belov'd  by  all, 

A  prey  to  dogs  beneath  the  Trojan  wall  ? 

What  {hame  to  Greece,  for  future  times  to  tell. 

To  thee  the  greatefl:,  in  whofe  caufe  he  fell ! 

O  chief,  oh  father  !  (Atreus'  fon  replies)  6^9 

O  full  of  days !  by  long  experience  wife  ! 
"What  more  defires  my  foul,  than  here,  unmov'd. 
To  guard  the  body  of  the  man  I  lov'd  ? 
Ah  would  Minerva  fend  me  ftrength  to  rear 
This  weary 'd  arm,  and  ward  the  ftorm  of  war  !     655" 
But  Heftor,  like  the  rage  of  fire,  we  dread. 
And  Jove's  own  glories  blaze  around  his  head. 

Pleas'd  to  be  firft  of  all  the  Powers  addreft. 
She  breathes  new  vigour  in  her  hero's  breaft. 
And  fills  with  keen  re\'enge,  with  fell  defpight,     640 
Defire  of  blood,  and  rage,  and  luft  of  fight. 
So  burns  the  vengeful  hornet  (foul  all  o'er  !) 
Repuls'd  in  vain,  and  thirlly  ftill  of  gore 
(Bold  fon  of  air  and  heat !)  on  angry  wings 
Untain'd,  untir'd,  he  turns,  attacks,  and  iHngs,  645 
Fir'd  with  like  ardour  fierce  Atrides  flev/. 
And  fent  his  foul  with  every  lance  he  threw. 

There  flood  a  Trojan,  not  unknown  to  fame, 
Eetion's  fon,  and  Podes  was  his  name, 
With  riches  honour'd,  and  v/ith  courage  blefl,        650 
By  Heftor  lov'd,  his  comrade,  and  his  guefl ; 
Through  his  broad  belt  the  fpear  a  pafTage  found. 
And  ponderous  as  he  falls,  his  arms  refound. 

Sudden 


ILIAD,    Book  XVIT.  ,^9 

Sudden  at  Hector's  fide  Apollo  flood. 

Like  Phaenops,  Afius'  fon,  appeared  the  God  6^^ 

(Afius  the  great,  who  held  his  wealthy  reign 

In  fair  Abydos,  by  the  rolling  main)  : 

Oh  prince  (he  cried)  oh  foremoft  once  in  fame  ! 
What  Grecian  now  (hall  tremble  at  thy  name  ? 
Doft  thou  at  length  to  Menela'us  yield,  660 

A  chief  once  thought  no  terrour  of  the  field  ; 
Yet  fingly,  now,  the  long-difputed  prize 
He  bears  viftorious,  while  our  army  flies ! 
By  the  fame  arm  illuftrious  Podes  bled  ; 
The  friend  of  Heftor,  unreveng'd,  is  dead  !  66^ 

This  heard,  o'er  Heftor  fpreads  a  cloud  of  woe. 
Rage  lifts  his  lance,  and  drives  him  on  the  foe. 

But  now  th'  Eternal  fliook  his  fable  fliield. 
That  fliaded  Ide,  and  all  the  fubjed  field. 
Beneath  its  ample  verge.     A  rolling  cloud  670 

Involv'd  the  mount ;  the  thunder  roar'd  aloud; 
Th'  affrighted  hills  from  their  foundations  nod. 
And  blaice  beneath  the  lightnings  of  the  God  : 
At  one  regard  of  his  all- feeing  eye. 
The  vanquilli'd  triumph;  and  the  viftors  fly.         675 

Then  trembled  Greece.     The  flight  Peneleus  led  : 
For,  as  the  brave  Boeotian  turn'd  his  head 
To  face  the  foe,  Polydaraas  drew  near. 
And  raz'd  his  flioulder  with  a  fliorten'd  fpear : 
By  Heclor  wounded,  Leitus  quits  the  plain,     680 
Pierc'dthroughthe  wrift;  and,  raging  with  the  pain, 
Grafps  his  once  formidable  lance  in  vain. 

As   Hector  follov/'d,  Idomen  addreft 
The  flaming  javelin  to  his  manly  breafl  j 

The 
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The  brittle  point  before  his  corfelet  yields ;  68^ 

Exulting  Troy  with  clamour  fills  the  fields : 

High  on  his  chariot  as  the  Cretan  flood. 

The  fon  of  Priam  whirl'd  the  mifllve  wood ; 

Eut,  erring  from  its  aim,  th'  impetuous  fpear , 

Struck  to  the  duft  the  fquire  and  charioteer  690 

Of  martial  Merion  ;  Cosranus  his  name. 

Who  left  fair  Lyftus  for  the  fields  of  fame. 

On  foot  bold  Merion  fought ;  and  now,  laid  low. 

Had  grac'd  the  triumphs  of  his  Trojan  foe  ; 

But  the  brave  Tquire  the  ready  courfers  brought,  69  5 

And  with  his  life  his  mailer's  fafety  bought, 

Between  his  cheek  and  ear  the  weapon  went. 

The  teeth  it  fhatter'd,  and  the  tongue  it  rent. 

Prone  from  the  feat  he  tumbles  to  the  plain  ; 

His  dying  hand  forgets  the  falling  rein  '.  700 

This  Merion  reaches,  bending  from  the  car. 

And  urges  to  defert  the  hopelefs  war ; 

Idomeneus  confents ;  the  lafh  applies ; 

And  the  fwift  chariot  to  the  navy  flies. 

Nor  Ajax  lefs  the  will  of  Heaven  defcry'd,       705 
And  conquefl  fliifting  to  the  Trojan  fide, 
Turn'd  by  the  hand  of  Jove.     Then  thus  begun. 
To  Atreus'  feed,  the  god-like  Telamon  : 

Alas !  who  fees  not  Jove's  almighty  hand 
Transfers  the  glory  to  the  Trojan  band  ?  710 

Whether  the  weak  or  ftrong  difcharge  the  dart. 
He  guides  each  arrow  to  a  Grecian  heart  : 
Not  fo  our  fpears :  inceffant  though  they  rain. 
He  fulFers  every  lance  to  fall  in  vain. 

Defcrted 
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Dfferted  of  the  God,  yet  let  us  try  7(5 

What  human  ftrength  and  prudence  can  fupply  ; 
If  yet  this  honour'd  corpfe,  in  triumph  borne. 
May  glad  the  fleets  that  hope  not  our  return. 
Who  tremble  yet,  fcarce  refcued  from  their  fates, 
A«j.d  ftill  hear  Heftor  thundering  at  their  gates,      'jzty 
Some  hero  too  muft  be  d-ifpatch'd,  to  bear 
The  mournful  melTage  to  Pelides'  ear ; 
For  fure  he  knows  not,  diftant  on  the  fhore. 
His  friend,  his  lov'd  Patroclus,  is  no  more. 
Rjt  fuch  a  chief  I  fpy  not  through  the  hoft  :  72  j 

The  men,  the  fteeds,  the  armies,  all  are  loft 
In  general  darknefs — Lord  of  earth  and  air  ! 
Oh  King !  oh  Father  !  hear  my  humble  prayer  : 
Difpel  this  cloud,  the  light  of  heaven  reftore  j 
Give  me  to  fee,  and  Ajax  afks  no  more  :  730 

If  Greece  muft  perilh,  we  thy  will  obey. 
But  let  us  perifti  in  the  face  of  day  ! 

With  tears  the  hero  fpokc,  and  at  Iiis  prayer 
The  God  relenting,  clear'd  the  clouded  air  ; 
Forth  burft  the  fun  with  all-enlightening  ray ;         73^ 
The  blaze  of  armour  flafli'd  againft  the  day. 
Now,  now,  Atrides !  caft  around  thy  fight ; 
If  yet  Antilochus  furvi\'es  the  fight, 
l,ct  him  to  great  Achilles'  ear  convey 
The  fatal  news — • — Atrides  haftes  away.  740  • 

So  turns  the  lion  from  the  nightly  fold. 
Though  high  in  courage,  and  with  hunger  bold. 
Long  gall'd  by  herdfmen,  and  long  vex'd  by  hounds : 
Stift"  with  fatigue,  and  fretted  fore  with  wounds ; 
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The  darts  fly  round  him  from  an  hundred  hands,  74^ 
And  the  red  tcrrours  of  the  blazing  brands ; 
Till  late,  reluftant,  at  the  dawn  of  day- 
Sour  he  departs,  and  quits  th'  untafted  prey. 
So  mov'd  Atrides  from  his  dangerous  place 
With  weary  limbs,  but  with  unwilling  pace  ;         7  50 
The  foe,  he  fear'd,  might  yet  Patroclus  gain. 
And  much  admonilh'd,  much  adjur'd,  his  train  ; 

Oh  guard  thefe  relicks,  to  your  charge  confign'd. 
And  bear  the  merits  of  the  dead  in  mind  ; 
How  (kill'd  he  was  in  each  obliging  art ;  75^ 

The  mildeft  manners,  and  the  gentleft  heart : 
He  was,  alas !  but  fate  decreed  his  end  j 
In  death  a  hero,  as  in  life  a  friend  ! 

So  parts  the  chief ;  from  rank  to  rank  he  flew. 
And  round  on  all  fides  fent  his  piercing  view.        760 
As  the  bold  bird,  endued  with  Iharpeft  eye 
Of  all  that  wing  the  mid  aerial  Iky, 
The  facred  eagle,  from  his  walks  above 
Looks  down,  and  fees  the  diftant  thicket  move ; 
Then  ftoops,  and,  foufing  on  the  quivering  hare,  765 
Snatches  his  life  amid  the  clouds  of  air. 
Not  with  lefs  quicknefs,  his  exerted  fight 
Pafs'd  this,  and  that  way,  through  the  ranks  of  fight : 
Till  on  the  left  the  chief  he  fought,  he  found ; 
Chearing  his  men,  and  fpreading  deaths  around.    770 

To  him  the  king :  Belov'd  of  Jove  !  draw  near. 
For  fadder  tidings  never  touch'd  thy  ear  ; 
Thy  eyes  have  witnefs'd,  what  a  fatal  turn ! 
How  Ilion  triumphs,  and  th'  Achaians  mourn ; 

This 
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This  Is  not  all :  Patroclus,  on  the  ftiore  775 

Now  pale  and  dead,  (hall  fuccour  Greece  no  more. 

Fly  to  the  rieet,  this  inftant  fly,  and  tell 

The  fad  Achilles,  how  his  lov'd-one  fell : 

He  too  may  hafle  the  naked  corpfe  to  gain ; 

The  arms  are  Hedor's,  who  defpoil'd  the  flain.    7,80 

The  youthful  warriour  heard  with  filent  woe. 
From  his  fair  eyes  the  tears  began  to  flow  j 
Big  with  the  mighty  grief,  he  ftrove  to  fay 
What  forrow  diftates,  but  no  word  found  way. 
To  brave  Laodocus  his  arms  he  flung,  785 

"Who  near  him  wheeling,  drove  his  fteeds  along  ; 
Then  ran,  the  mournful  meflage  to  impart. 
With  tear-ful  eyes,  and  with  dejefted  heart. 

Swift  fled  the  youth  :  nor  Menelalis  fl:ands, 
(Though  fore  difl:reft)  to  aid  the  Pylian  bands;      790 
But  bids  bold  Thrafymede  thofe  troops  fuftain ; 
Himfelf  returns  to  his  Patroclus  flain. 
Gone  is  Antilochus  (the  hero  faid) 
But  hope  not,  warriours,  for  Achilles'  aid  : 
Though  fierce  his  rage,  unbounded  be  his  woe,     79  ^ 
Unarm'd  he  fights  not  with  the  Trojan  foe. 
'Tis  in  our  hands  alone  our  hopes  remain ; 
'Tis  our  own  vigour  muft  the  dead  regain. 
And  fave  ourfelves,  while  with  impetuous  hate 
Troy  pours  along,  and  this  way  rolls  our  fate.        800 

'Tis  well  (faid  Ajax]  ;  be  it  then  thy  care. 
With  Merlon's  aid,  the  weighty  corpfe  to  rear ; 
Myfelf  and  my  bold  brotlier  will  fufl:ain 
The  fliock.  of  Hedor  and  his  charging  train  : 
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Nor  fear  we  armies,  fighting  fide  by  fide  ;  8oj 

What  Troy  can  dare,  we  ha\'e  already  try'd. 

Have  try'd  it,  and  have  flood.     The  hero  faid  ; 

High  from  the  ground  the  warriours  heave  the  dead. 

A  general  clamour  rifes  at  the  fight : 

Loud  fhout  the  Trojans,  and  renew  the  fight.         810 

Not  fiei'cer  rufh  along  the  gloomy  wood. 

With  rage  infatiate  and  with  thirft  of  blood. 

Voracious  hounds,  that  many  a  length  before 

Their  furious  hunters  drive  the  wounded  boar  ; 

But,  if  the  favage  turns  his  glaring  eye,  81  j 

Tliey  howl  aloof,  and  round  the  foreft  fly. 

Thus  on  retreating  Greece  the  Trojans  pour, 

Wave  their  thick  falchions,  and  their  javelins  fiiower  : 

But,  Ajax  turning,  to  their  fears  they  yield, 

A'll  pale  they  tremble,  and  forfake  the  field.  820 

.     While  thub  aloft  the  hero's  corpfe  they  bear. 

Behind  them  rages  all  the  ftorm  of  war ; 

Confuficn,  tumult,  horrour,  o'er  the  throng 

Cf  men,  fteeds,  chariots,  urg'd  the  rout  along : 

Ljcfs  fierce  the  winds  with  rifing  flames  confpire,  825 

To  whelm  fome  city  -under  waves  of  fire ; 

Now  fink  in  gloomy  clouds  the  proud  abodes ; 

Now  crack  the  blazing  temples  of  the  Gods  ; 

The  rumbling  torrent  through  the  ruin  rolls. 

And  fheets  offraoke  mount  heavy  to  the  poles.      830 

The  heroes  fweat  beneath  their  hcnour'd  load  : 

As  when  two  mules,  along  the  rugged  road. 

From  tiie  fteep  mountain  with  exerted  ilrength 

X)rag  fome  \ait  beam,  or  mail's  unwieldy  length  ; 

Inly 
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Inly  they  groan,  big  drops  of  fvveat  diflill,  835 

Th'  enormous  timber  lumbering  down  the  hill : 

So  thefe Behind,  the  bulk  of  Ajax  (lands. 

And  breaks  the  torrent  of  the  rufliing  bands. 

Thus,  when  a  river  fwell'd  with  fudden  rains 

Spreads  his  broad  waters  o'er  the  level  plains,         840 

Some  interpofing  hill  the  ftream  divides. 

And  breaks  its  force,  and  turns  the  winding  tides. 

Still  clofe  they  follow,  clofe  the  rear  engage  ; 

yEneas  ftorms,  and  Heflor  foams  with  rage  : 

While  Greece  a  heavy,  thick  retreat  maintains,      84c 

Wedg'd  in  one  body,  like  a  flight  of  cranes. 

That  fhriek  inceffant  while  the  falcon,  hung 

High  on  pois'd  pinions,  threats  their  callow  youno-. 

So  irom  the  Trojan  chiefs  the  Grecians  fly. 

Such  the  wild  terrour,  and  the  mingled  cry  :         8f»- 

Within,  without  the  trench,  and  all  the  way, 

Strow'd  in  bright  heaps,  their  arms  and  armour  lav; 

Such  horrour  Jove  impreft  !  yet  dill  proceeds 

The  work  of  death,  and  ftill  the  battle  bleeds,. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  Grief  of  Achilles,  and  new  Armour  made  him 
by  Vulcan. 

THE  news  of  the  death  of  Patroclus  is  brought  to 
Achilles  by  Antilochus.  Thetis,  hearing  his  lamen- 
tations, comes  with  all  her  fea-nymphs  to  comfort 
him.  The  fpeeches  of  the  mother  and  fon  on  this 
occafion.  Iris  appears  to  Achilles  by  the  command 
of  Juno,  and  orders  him  to  fhew  himfelf  at  the 
head  of  the  intrenchments.  The  fight  of  him  turns 
the  fortune  of  the  day,  and  the  body  of  Patroclus 
is  carried  off  by  the  Greeks.  The  Trojans  call  a 
council,  where  Heftor  and  Polydamas  difagree  in 
their  opinions  >  but  the  advice  of  the  former  pre- 
vails, to  remain  encamped  in  the  field.  The  grief 
of  Achilles  over  the  body  of  Patroclus. 

Thetis  goes  to  the  palace  of  Vulcan,  to  obtain 
new  arms  for  her  fpn.  The  defcription  of  the  won- 
derful \vorks  of  Vulcan  ;  and  laftly,  that  noble  one 
of  the  Ihicld  of  Achilles. 

The  latter  part  of  the  nine  and  twentieth  day, 
and  the  night  enfuing,  take  up  this  book.  The 
fcene  is  at  Achilles's  tent,  on  the  fea-ihore,  fronx 
whence  it  changes  to  the  palace  of  Vulcan. 
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THUS,  like  the  rage  of  li re,  the  com'oat  burns  j. 
And  now  it  rifes,  now  it  finks,  by  turns. 
Meanwhile,  where  Hellefpont's  broad  waters  flow. 
Stood  Neftor's  fon,  the  meffenger  of  woe  : 
There  fat  Achilles,  (haded  by  his  fails,  5 

On  hoifted  yards  extended  to  the  gales ; 
Penfive  he  fat ;  for  all  that  Fate  defign'd 
Rofe  in  fad  profpedl  to  his  bodiirg  mind. 
Thus  to  his  foul  he  faid  :  Ah  !  what  conftrains 
The  Greeks,  late  viftors,  now  to  quit  the  plains?    19. 
Js  this  the  day,  which  Heaven  fo  long  ago 
Ordain'd,  to  fink  me  with  the  weight  of  woe  ? 
(So  Thetis  warn'd)  when  by  a  Trojan  hand 
The  braveft  of  the  Myrmidon ian  band 
Should  lofe  the  light  ?  Fulfill'd  is  that  decree  ?         i^ 
Fall'n  is  the  war-dour,  and  Patroclus  he  ? 
In  vain  I  charg'd  him  foon  to  quit  the  plain. 
And  warn'd  to  fliun  Heftorean  force  in  vain! 
Thus  while  he  thinks,  Antilochus  appears. 
And  tells  the  melancholy  tale  with  tears :  20 

Sad  tidings,  fon  of  Peleus  !  thou  mull:  hear; 
-  And  wretched  Ij  th'  unwilling  meffenger  1 

Dead 
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Dead  is  Patroclus  !  For  his  corpfe  they  fight. 
His  naked  corpfe ;  his  arms  are  Heftor's  right, 

A  fudden  horrour  fhot  through  all  the  chief,        25 
And  wrapt  his  fenfes  in  the  cloud  of  grief; 
Caft  on  the  ground,  with  furious  hands  he  fpread 
The  fcorching  afhes  o'er  his  graceful  head  ; 
His  purple  garments,  and  his  golden  hairs, 
Thofe  he  deforms  with  duft,  and  thefe  he  tears :      30 
On  the  hard  foil  his  groaning  breaft  he  threw. 
And  roll'd  and  grovel'd,  as  to  earth  he  grew. 
The  virgin  captives,  with  diforder'd  charms 
(Won  by  his  own,  or  by  Patroclus'  arms) 
Rufh'd  from  the  tents  with  cries ;  and,  gathering  round. 
Beat  their  white  breafts,  and  fainted  on  the  ground  : 
While  Neftor's  fon  fuftains  a  manlier  part. 
And  mourns  the  warriour  with  a  warriour's  heart  ; 
Hangs  on  his  arms,  amidft  his  frantic  w  oe. 
And  oft  prevents  the  meditated  blow.  40 

Far  in  the  deep  abyffes  of  the  main. 
With  hoary  Nereos,  and  the  watery  train. 
The  Mother  Goddefs  from  her  cryftal  throne 
Heard  his  loud  cries,  and  anfwer'd  groan  for  groan. 
The  circling  Nereids  with  their  miftrefs  weep.        4J 
And  all  the  fea-green  fitters  of  the  deep. 
Thalia,  Glauce  (every  watery  name) 
Nefasa  mild,  and  filver  Spio  came  : 
Cymothoe  and  Cymodoce  were  nigh. 
And  the  blue  languifh  of  foft  Alia's  eye,  50 

Their  locks  A(fta;a  and  Limnoria  rear. 
Then  Proto,  Doris,  Panope,  appear, 

Thoa, 
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Thoa,  Pherufa,  Doto,  Melita; 
Agave  gentle,  and  Amphithoe  gay ; 
>Jext  Callianira,  Callianaffa,  fhow  rr 

Their  fifler  looks  ;  Dexamene  the  flow. 
And  fwift  Dynamene,  now  cut  the  tides : 
Icera  now  the  verdant  wave  divides  : 
Nemertes  with  Apfeudes  lifts  the  head. 
Bright  Galatea  quits  her  pearly  bed  ;  60 

Thefe  Orythia,  Clymene,  attend, 
Msra,  Amphinome,  the  train  extend ; 
And  black  Janira,  and  Janafla  fair. 
And  Amatheia  with  her  amber  hair. 
All  thefe,  and  all  that  deep  in  ocean  held  6y 

Their  facred  feats,  the  glimmering  grotto  fiU'd  ; 
Each  beat  her  ivory  breaft  with  filent  woe. 
Till  Thetis'  forrows  thus  began  to  flow  : 

Hear  me,  and  judge,  ye  Sifters  of  the  main ! 
How  juft  a  caufe  has  Thetis  to  complain  I  no 

How  wretched,  were  I  mortal,  were  my  fate! 
How  more  than  wretched  in  th'  immortal  ftate  ! 
Sprung  from  my  bed  a  god-like  hero  came. 
The  bravell:  far  that  ever  bore  the  name ; 
Like  fome  fair  olive,  by  my  careful  hand  ^j- 

He  grew,  he  flourifli'd,  and  adorn 'd  the  land : 
To  Troy  I  fent  him  :  but  the  Fates  ordain 
He  never,  never,  muft  return  again. 
So  fliort  a  fpace  the  light  of  heaven  to  view, 
-So  fliort,  alas !  and  fill'd  with  anguifli  too.  80 

Hear  how  his  forrows  echo  through  the  fliore ! 
I  cannot  eafe  tliero,  but  I  mufl:  deplore; 
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I  go  at  leaft  to  bear  a  tender  part. 

And  mourn  my  lov'd-one  with  a  mother's  heart. 

She  faid,  and  left  the  caverns  of  the  main,  85: 

All  bath'd  in  rears ;  the  melancholy  train 
Attend  her  way.     Wide-opening  part  the  tides,. 
While  the  long  pomp  the  filver  wave  divides. 
Approaching  now,  they  touch 'd  the  Trojan  land  ; 
Then,  two  by  two,  afcended  up  the  ftrand.  90 

Th'  immortal  Mother,  Handing  clofe  befide 
Her  mournful  offspring,  to  his  fighs  reply'd  ; 
Along  the  coaft  their  mingled  clamours  ran. 
And  thus  the  Silver-footed  Dame  began : 

Why  mourns  my  fon  ?  thy  late  preferr'd  requeft  9 J' 
The  God  has  granted,  and  the  Greeks  diftreft  : 
Why  mourns  my  fon  ?  thy  anguilTi  let  me  fhare;. 
Reveal  the  caufe,  and  truft  a  parent's  care.- 

He,  deeply  groaning — To  this  curelefs  grief 
Not  ev'n  the  Thunderer's  favour  brings  relief.       loo- 
Patroclus — Ah  1 — fay,  Goddefs,  can  I  boall 
A  pleafure  now  ?  revenge  itfelf  is  loft;. 
Patroclus,  lov'd  of  all  my  martial  train,. 
Beyond  mankind,  beyond  myfelf,  is  flain! 
Loft  are  thofe  arms  the  Gods  themfelves  beftow'd  lo^- 
On  Peleus ;  Heftor  bears  the  glorious  load. 
Curs'd  be  that  day,  when  all  the  Powers  above 
Thy  charms  fubmitted  to  a  mortal  love  : 
Oh  hadft  thou  ftill,  a  fifter  of  the  main, 
Purfued  the  pleafures  of  the  watery  reign;  i-iD 

And  happier  Peleus,  lefs  ambitious,  led 
A  mortal  beaaty  to  liis  equal  bed! 

Ere 
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Ere  the  fad  fruit  of  thy  unhappy  womb 
Had  caus'd  fuch  forrows  part,  and  woes  to  come. 
Fer  foon,  alas!  that  wretched  offspring  flain,       iir 
New  woes,  new  forrov/s,  fhall  create  again. 
'Tis  not  in  Fate  th'  alternate  now  to  give  ; 
Patroclus  dead,  Achilles  hates  to  live. 
Let  me  revenge  it  on  proud  Hcftor's  heart. 
Let  his  laft  fpirit  fmoke  upon  my  dart  ;  120 

On  thefe  conditions  v/ill  I  breathe  :  till  then, 
I  blufli  to  walk  among  the  race  of  men. 

A  flood  of  tears,  at  this,  the  Geddefs  ftied. 
Ah  then,  I  fee  thee  dying,  fee  thee  dead  ! 
When  He6lor  falls,  thou  dy'ft. — Let  Heftcr  die,    125 
And  let  me  fall!  (Achilles  made  reply) 
Far  lies  Patroclus  from  his  native  plain ! 
He  fell,  and,  falling,  wifh'd  my  aid  in  vain. 
Ah  then,  fmce  from  this  miferable  day 
I  caft  all  hope  of  my  return  away  ;  130 

Since,  unreveng'd,  a  hundred  ghofts  demand 
The  fate  of  Heftor  from  Achilles'  hand ; 
Since  here,  for  brutal  courage  far  renown 'd, 
I  live  an  idle  burden  to  the  ground 
(Others  in  council  fam'd  for  nobler  Ikill,  135- 

More  ufeful  to  preferve,  than  I  to  kill) 
Let  me — But  oh  !  ye  gracious  Powers  above  ! 
Wrath  and  revenge  from  men  and  Gods  remove  : 
Far,  far  too  dear  to  every  mortal  breaft. 
Sweet  to  the  foul,  as  honey  to  the  tafte  ;  J40 

Gathering  like  vapours  of  a  noxious  kind 
From  fiery  blood,  and  darkening  all  the  mind. 

Mc 


,74-  P  O  P  E'S    H  O  M  E  R. 

Me  Agamemnon  urg'd  to  deadly  hate  ; 

'Tis  pad — I  quell  it ;  I  refign  to  fate. 

Yes — I  will  meet  the  murderer  of  my  friend  ;       14,^ 

Or  (if  the  Gods  ordain  it)  meet  my  end. 

The  ftroke  of  fate  the  braveft  cannot  fhun  ; 

The  great  Alcides,  Jove's  unequal'd  fon. 

To  Juno's  hate  at  length  refign'd  his  breath. 

And  funk  the  viftim  of  all-conquering  death.  150 

So  (hall  Achilles  fall !  ftretch'd  pak  and  dead. 

No  more  the  Grecian  hope,  or  Trojan  dread  I 

Let  me,  this  inftant,  rulh  into  the  fields. 

And  reap  what  glory  life's  fhort  harveft  yields. 

Shall  I  not  force  fome  widow'd  dame  to  tear         1 55 

With  frantic  hands  her  long,  dilhevel'd  hair  ? 

Shall  I  not  force  her  breaft  to  heave  with  fighs. 

And  the  foft  tears  to  trickle  from  her  eyes  ? 

Yes,  I  fhall  give  the  fair  thofe  mournful  cliarms  — 

In  vain  you  hold  me — Hence ! — My  arms,  my  arms  I 

Soon  fhall  the  fanguine  torrent  fpread  fo  wide. 

That  all  fhall  know  Achilles  fwells  the  tide. 

My  fon  (cosrulean  Thetis  made  reply. 
To  fate  fubmitting  with  a  fecret  figh) 
The  hoft  to  fuccour,  and  thy  friends  to  fave,         l6jp 
Is  worthy  thee ;  the  duty  of  the  brave. 
But  canft  thou  naked  iffue  to  the  plains  ? 
Thy  radiant  arms  the  Trojan  foe  detains; 
Infulting  Heftor  bears  the  fpoils  on  high. 
But  vainly  glories,  for  his  fate  is  nigh.  1^0 

Yet,  yet  awhile,  thy  generous  ardour  flay ; 
AfTur'd,  I  meet  thee  at  the  dawn  of  day, 

1  Chara'd 
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Charg'd  with  refulgent  arms  (a  glorious  load) 
Vulcanian  arms,  the  labour  of  a  God. 

Then  turning  to  the  Daughters  of  the  main,       jj^ 
The  Goddefs  thus  difmifs'd  her  azure  train : 

Ye  filler  Nereids !  to  your  deeps  defcend ; 
Hafte,  and  our  father's  facred  feat  attend  ; 
I  go  to  find  the  architect  divine. 
Where  vaft  Olympus'  ftarry  fummits  (hine  :  1 80 

So  tell  our  hoary  fire— This  charge  flie  gave  ; 
The  fea-green  fillers  plunge  beneath  the  wave  ; 
Thetis  once  more  afcends  the  bleft  abodes. 
And  treads  the  brazen  threlhold  of  the  Gods. 

And  now  the  Greeks,  from  furious  Heftor's  force, 
Urg'd  to  broad  Hellefpont  their  headlong  courfe  : 
Nor  yet  their  chiefs  Patroclus  body  bore 
Safe  through  the  tempell  to  the  tented  fhore. 
The  horfe,  the  foot,  with  equal  fury  join'd, 
Pour'd  on  the  rear,  and  thunder'd  clofe  behind  ;   1 90 
And,  like  a  flame  through  fields  of  ripen'd  corn. 
The  rage  of  Heftor  o'er  the  ranks  was  borne. 
Thrice  the  llain  hero  by  the  foot  he  drew ; 
Thrice  to  the  Ikies  the  Trojan  clamours  flew  ; 
As  oft  th'  Ajaces  his  aflault  fuftain  ;  19  j 

But  check'd,  he  turns  ;  repuls'd,  attacks  again ; 
With  fiercer  Ihouts  his  lingering  troops  he  fires. 
Nor  yields  a  Hep,  nor  from  his  poll  retires : 
So  watchful  fhepherds  llrive  to  force,  in  vain. 
The  hungry  lion  from  a  carcafe  flain.  200 

Ev'n  yet  Patroclus  had  he  borne  away. 
And  all  the  glories  of  th'  extended  day  : 

Had 
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Had  not  high  Juno,  from  the  realms  of  air. 

Secret,  difpatch'd  her  trufty  meffenger. 

The  various  Goddefs  of  the  fhowery  bow,  205 

Shot  in  a  whirlwind  to  the  fhore  below  ; 

To  great  •Achilles  at  his  fhips  (he  came. 

And  thus  began  th«  Many-colour 'd  Dame  : 

Rife,  fon  of  Peleus  !  rife  divinely  brave  ! 
Aflift  the  combat,  and  Patroclus  fa\e  :  210 

For  him  the  flaughter  to  the  fleet  they  fpread-, 
And  fall  by  mutual  wounds  around  the  dead. 
To  drag  liim  back  to  Troy  the  foe  contends  -: 
Nor  with  his  death  the  rage  of  Hedlor  ends : 
A. prey  to  dogs  he  dooms  the  corpfe  to  lie,  215: 

And  marks  the  place  to  fix  his  head  on  high. 
Rife,  and  prevent  (if  yet  you  think  of  fame) 
Thy  friend's  difgrace,  thy  own  eternal  fliame  ! 

Who  fends  thee,  Goddefs !  from  th'  etherial  Ikies  ? 
Achilles  thus.     And  Iris  thus  replies :  220 

I  come,  Pelides !  from  the  Queen  of  Jove, 
Th'  immortal  Emprefs  of  the  realms  above  ; 
Unknown  to  him.  who  fits  remote  on  high, 
"Unknown  to  all  the  fynod  of  the  iky. 
Thou  com'ft  in  vain,  he  cries  (with  fury  warm'd)   225 
Arms  I  have  none,  and  can  I  fight  unarm'd  ? 
Unwilling  as  I  am,  of  force  1  Hay, 
Till  Thetis  bring  me,  at  the  dawn  of  day, 
Vulcanian  arms :  what  other  can  I  wield  ; 
Except  the  mighty  Telamonian  fliield  ?  230 

That,  in  my  friend's  defence,  has  Ajax  fpread. 
While  his  ftrong  lance  around  him  heaps  the  dead  : 

The 
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The  gallant  chief  defends  Mencetius'  fon. 
And  does,  what  his  Achilles  iliould  have  done. 
■  Thy  want  of  arms   (faid  Iris)  well  we  know,     zjj; 
But  though  unarm'd,  yet  clad  in  terrours,  go  ! 
Let  but  Achilles  o'er  yon  trench  appear. 
Proud  Troy  fnall  tremble,  and  confent  to  fear : 
Greece  from  one  glance  of  that  tremendous  eye 
Shall  take  new  courage,  and  difdain  to  flj'.  240 

She  fpoke,  and  pafs'd  in  air.     The  hero  rofe  j 
Her  asgis  Pallas  o'er  his  fhoulder  throws ; 
Around  his  brows  a  golden  cloud  fhe  fpread  ; 
A  ftream  of  glory  flam'd  above  his  head. 
As  when  from  fome  beleaguer'd  town  arife  245 

The  fmokes,  high-curling  to  the  fliaded  Ikies 
(Seen  from  fome  illand,  o'er  the  main  afar. 
When  men  diftreil  hang  out  the  fign  of  war] ; 
Soon  as  the  fun  in  ocean  hides  his  rays. 
Thick  on  the  hills  the  flaming  beacons  blaze  ;       2  50 
With  long-projefted  beams  the  feas  are  bright. 
And  heaven's  high  arch  refledls  the  ruddy  light: 
So  from  Achilles'  head  the  fplendours  rife. 
Reflecting  blaze  on  blaze  againft  the  Ikies. 
Forth  march'd  the  chief,  and,  diftant  from  the  croud^ 
High  on  the  rampart  rais'd  his  voice  aloud  ; 
With  her  own  fhout  Minerva  fwells  the  found; 
Troy  {larts  aftonifli'd,  and  the  fhores  rebound. 
As  the  loud  trumpet's  brazen  mouth  from  far 
With  (hrilling  clangor  founds  th'  alarm  of  war,      260 
Struck  from  the  wall,  the  echoes  float  on  high. 
And  the  round  bulwarks  and  thick  towers  replv ; 
Vol.  XLIX.  N  '         So 
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So  high  his  brazen  voice  the  hero  rear'd  : 
Hefts  drop  their  arms,  and  trembled  as  they  heard  j 
Jind  back  the  chariots  roll,  and  courfers  bound,     26^ 
And  fteeds  and  men  lie  mingled  on  the  ground. 
.Aghaft  they  fee  the  living  lightnings  play, 
And  turn  their  eye-balls  from  the  flafhing  ray. 
Thrice  from  the  trench  his  dreadful  voice  he  rais'd  ; 
And  thrice  they  fled,  confounded  and  amaz'd.       270 
Twelve,  in  the  tumult  wedg'd,  untimely  ruili'd 
On  their  own  fpears,  by  their  own  chariots  crulh'd  : 
While,  Ihielded  from  the  darts,  the  Greeks  obtain 
The  long-contended  carcafe  of  the  flain. 

A  lofty  bier  the  breathlefs  warriour  bears :         275 
Around,  his  fad  companions  melt  in  tears. 
But  chief  Achilles,  bending  down  his  head, 
"Pours  unavailing  forrows  o'er  the  dead. 
Whom  late  triumphant,  with  his  fteeds  and  car. 
He  feat  refulgent  to  the  field  of  war;  280 

(Unhappy  change!)  now  fenfelefs,  pale,  he  found, 
Stretch'd  forth,  and  gafh'd  with  many  a  gaping  wound. 

Meantime,  unweary'd  with  his  heavenly  way. 
In  ocean's  waves  th'  unwilling  light  of  day 
Quench'd  his  red  orb,  at  Juno's  high  command,    28^ 
And  from  their  labours  eas'd  th'  Achaian  band. 
The  frighted  Trojans  (panting  from  the  war> 
Their  fteeds  unharnefs'd  from  the  weary  car) 
A  fudden  council  call'd :  each  chief  appear'd 
In  hafte,  and  ftanding  ;  for  to  fit  they  fear'd,         290 
'Twas  now  no  feafon  for  prolong'd  debate  j 
They  faw  Achilles,  and  iix  liira  their  fate» 

Silent 
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J^ilent  thev  flood  :  Polydamas  at  laft, 

Skill'd  to  difcern  the  future  by  the  paft. 

The  fon  of  Panthus,  thus  exprefs'd  his  fears  ;         29^ 

(The  friend  of  Heftor,  and  of  equal  years  : 

The  felf-fame  night  to  both  a  being  gave. 

One  wife  in  council,  one  in  adlion  brare) : 

In  free  debate,  my  friends,  your  fentence  fpeak  ; 
For  me,  I  move,  before  the  morning  break,  30tji 

To  raife  our  camp  :  too  dangerous  here  our  poft. 
Far  frorn  Troy  walls,  and  on  a  naked  coaft. 
I  deem'd  not  Greece  fo  dreadful,  while,  engag'd 
In  mutual  feuds,  her  king  and  hero  rag'd  ; 
Thsn,  while  we  hop'd  our  armies  might  prevail,  305 
We  boldly  camp'd  befide  a  thoufand  fail. 
I  dread  Pclides  now ;  his  rage  of  mind 
Not  long  continues  to  the  fliores  confin'd. 
Nor  to  the  fields,  v/here  long  in  equal  fray 
Contending  nations  won  and  loft  the  day  ;  310 

For  Troy,  for  Troy,  fliall  henceforth  be  the  ftrife. 
And  the  hard  conteft  not  for  fome,  but  life. 
Hafte  then  to  Ilion,  while  the  favouring  night 
Detains  thofe  terrours,  keeps  that  arm  from  fight; 
If  but  the  morrow's  fun  behold  us  here,  31  j 

That  arm,  thofe  terrours,  we  fhall  feel,  nor  fear ; 
And  hearts  that  nov/  difdain,  fliall  leap  with  joy. 
If  Heaven  permit  tliem  then  to  enter  Troy. 
Let  not  my  fatal  prophecy  be  true. 
Nor  what  I  tremble  but  to  think,  enfue*  320 

Whatever  be  our  fate,  yet  let  us  try 
What  force  of  though:  and  reafon  can  fupply ; 

N  2  Let 
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Let  us  on  counfel  for  our  guard  depend; 

The  town,  her  gates  and  bulwarks  (hall  defend  : 

When  morning  dawns,  our  well-appointed  powers,  32^ 

Array'd  in  arms,  fiiall  line  the  lofty  towers. 

Let  the  fierce  hero  then,  when  fury  calls. 

Vent  his  mad  vengeance  on  our  rocky  walls. 

Or  fetch  a  thoufand  circles  round  the  plain. 

Till  his  fpent  courfers  feek  the  fleet  again  :  330 

So  may  his  rage  be  tir'd,  and  labour'd  down  ; 

And  dogs  fhall  tear  him  ere  he  fack  the  town* 

Return  ?  (faid  Heftor,  fir'd  with  ftern  difdain) 
What !  coop  whole  armies  in  our  walls  again  ? 
Was  't  not  enough,  ye  valiant  warriours  fay,         jj^ 
Kine  years  imprifon'd  in  thofe  towers  ye  lay  ? 
Wide  o'er  the  world  was  Ilion  fam'd  of  old 
For  brafs  exhauftlefs,  and  for  mines  of  gold  : 
But  while  inglorious  in  her  walls  we  ftay'd. 
Sunk  were  her  treafures,  and  her  ftores  decay 'd  ;  340 
The  Phrygians  now  her  fcatter'd  fpoils  enjoy. 
And  proud  Mseonia  waftes  the  fruits  of  Troy. 
Great  Jove  at  length  my  arms  to  conquefl:  calls. 
And  fliuts  the  Grecians  in  their  wooden  walls : 
Dar'ft  thou  difpirit  whom  the  Gods  incite;  34^; 

Flies  any  Trojan  ?  I  (hall  flop  his  flight. 
To  better  counfel  then  attention  lend  ; 
Take  due  refrefliment,  and  the  watch  attend. 
If  there  be  one  whofe  riches  coft  him  care. 
Forth  let  him  bring  them  for  the  troops  to  fliare  ;  35-0 
'Tis  better  generoufly  beflow'd  on  thofe. 
Than  left  the  plunder  of  our  country's  foes. 

Soon 
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Soon  as  the  morn  the  purple  orient  warms. 
Fierce  on  yon  navy  we  will  pour  our  arms ; 
If  great  Achilles  rife  in  all  his  might,  35  j 

His  be  the  danger.     I  fnall  ftand  the  fight. 
Honour,  ye  Gods!  or  let  me  gain,  or  give! 
And  live  he  glorious,  whofoe'er  Ihall  live  1 
Mars  is  our  common  lord,  -aliketo  all : 
And  oft  the  viftor  triumphs,  but  to  fall.  '^60 

The  fhouting  hoft  in  loud  applaufes  join'd  : 
So  Pallas  robb'd  the  many  of  their  mind  ; 
To  their  own  fenfe  condemn'd,  and  left  to  chufe 
The  worfl;  advice,  the  better  to  refufe. 

While  the  long  night  extends  her  fable  reign^   ^Sc 
Around  Patroclus  mourn'd  the  Grecian  train. 
Stern  in  fuperior  grief  Pelides  flood  ; 
Thofe  flaughtering  arras,  fo  us'd  to  bathe  in  blood. 
Now  clafp'd  his  clay-cold  limbs :  then  gufhing  ftart 
The  tears,  and  fighs  burft  from  his  fwelling  heart.  37Q 
The  lion  thus,  with  dreadful  anguifh  flung, 
Roars  through  the  defart,  and  demands  his  youn'^  :    . 
When  the  grim  favage,  to  his  rifled  den 
Too  late  returning,  fnuffs  the  track  of  men. 
And  o'er  the  vales  and  o'er  the  foreft  bounds  ;        37^ 
His  clamorous  grief  the  bellowing  wood  refounds. 
So  grieves  Achilles ;  and  impetuous  vents 
To  all  his  Myrmidons  his  loud  laments. 

In  what  vain  promife,  Gods !  did  I  engage. 
When,  to  confole  Menoetius'  feeble  age,  380 

I  vow'd  his  much-lov'd  offspring  to  reftore, 
Charg'd  with  rich  fpoils,  to  fair  Opuntia's  (hore  ? 

N  3  But 
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But  mighty  Jove  cuts  fhort,  with  jufl  difdain. 

The  long,  long  views  of  poor,  defigninp-  man ! 

One  fate  the  warriour  and  the  friend  fhall  ftrike,  385 

And  Troy's  black  fands  muft  drink  our  blood  alike  : 

Me  too  a  wretched  mother  fhall  deplore. 

An  aged  father  never  fee  me  more  ! 

Yet,  my  Patroclus !  yet  a  fpace  I  ftay. 

Then  fwift  purfue  thee  on  the  darkfome  way.         290 

Ere  thy  dear  relicks  in  the  grave  are  laid. 

Shall  Hedlor's  head  be  offer'd  to  thy  (hade  ; 

That,  with  his  arms,  fhall  hang  before  thy  fhrine ; 

And  twelve  the  nobleft  of  the  Trojan  line. 

Sacred  to  vengeance,  by  this  hand  expire;  395; 

Their  lives  efFus'd  around  thy  flaming  pyre. 

Thus  let  me  lie  till  then  !  thus,  clofely  preft. 

Bathe  thy  cold  face,  and  fob  upon  thy  breaft ! 

While  Trojan  captives  here  thy  mourners  ftay. 

Weep  all  the  night,  and  murmur  all  the  day  :         400 

Spoils  of  my  arms,  and  thine ;  when,  wafting  wide. 

Our  fwords  kept  time,  and  conquer'd  fide  by  fide. 

He  fpoke,  and  bade  the  fad  attendants  round 
Cleanfe  the  pale  corpfe,  and  wafh  each  honour'd  wound. 
A  mafl'y  caldron  of  ftupendous  frame  405 

They  brought,  and  plac'd  it  o'er  the  rifing  flame  : 
Then  heap  the  lighted  wood  ;  the  flame  divides 
Beneath  the  vafe,  and  climbs  around  the  fides : 
In  its  wide  womb  they  pour  the  rufhing  ftream  ; 
The  boiling  water  bubbles  to  the  brim.  410 

The  body  then  they  bathe  with  pious  toil. 
Embalm  the  wounds,  anoint  the  limbs  with  oil. 

High 
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High  on  a  bed  of  ftate  extended  laid. 
And  decent  cover'd  with  a  linen  fhade  ; 
Laft  o'er  the  dead  the  milk-white  veil  they  threw;  415' 
That  done,  their  forrows  and  their  fighs  renew. 

Meanwhile  to  Juno,  in  the  realms  above, 
(His  wife  and  filler)  fpoke  almighty  Jove  : 
At  laft  thy  will  prevails  :  great  Peleus'  fon 
Rifes  in  arms  :  fuch  Grace  thy  Greeks  ha\-e  won.  420 
Say  (for  I  know  not)  is  their  race  divine. 
And  thou  the  mother  of  that  martial  line  ? 

What  words  are  thefe  (th*  imperial  dame  replies. 
While  anger  flafh'd  from  her  majeftic  eyes) 
Succour  like  this  a  mortal  arm  might  lend,  42  c 

And  fuch  fuccefs  mere  human  wit  attend  : 
And  fhall  not  I,  the  fecond  Power  above. 
Heaven's  Queen,  and  confort  of  the  thundering  Jove, 
Say,  fhall  not  I,  one  nation's  fate  command. 
Not  wreak  my  vengeance  on  one  guilty  land  ?        /  30 

So  they.     Meanwhile  the  Silver-footed  Dame 
Reach'd  the  Vulcanian  dome,  eternal  frame  ! 
High-eminent  amid  the  works  divine. 
Where  heaven's  far-beaming  brazen  manfions  fliine. 
There  the  lame  architeft  the  Goddefs  found,  43  j 

Obfcure  in  fmoke,  his  forges  flaming  round. 
While  bath'd  in  fweat  from  fire  to  fire  he  flew; 
And  pufRng  loud,  the  roaring  bellows  blew. 
That  day  no  common  tafk  his  labour  claim'd  ; 
Full  twenty  tripods  for  his  hall  he  fram'd,  440 

That,  plac'd  on  living  wheels  of  mafTy  gold 
(Wondrous  to  tell !}  inftinft  with  fpirit  roli'd 

N  4  From 
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From  place  to  place,  around  the  bleft  abodes, 

Self-mov'd,  obedient  to  the  beck  of  Gods  : 

For  their  fair  handles  now,  o'erwrought  with  flowers. 

In  molds  prepar'd,  the  glowing  ore  he  pours. 

Juft  as  refponfive  to  his  thought  the  frame 

Stood  prompt  to  move,  the  azure  Goddefs  eame; 

Charis,  his  fpoufe,  a  grace  divinely  fair 

(With  purple  fillets  round  her  braided  hair)  450 

Obferv'd  her  entering!  her  foft  hand  Ihe  prefs'd. 

And,  fmiling,  thus  the  watery  Queen  addrefs'd : 

What,  Goddefs !  this  unufual  favour  draws  ? 
AH  hail,  and  welcome  !  whatfoe'er  the  caufe  : 
Till  now  a  ftranger,  in  a  happy  hour  4^5 

Approach,  and  tafte  the  dainty  of  the  bower. 

High  on  a  throne,  with  ftars  of  lilver  grac'd, 
And  various  artifice,  the  Queen  fhe  plac'd  : 
A  footllool  at  her  feet ;  then,  calling,  faid, 
Vulcan,  draw  near ;  'tis  Thetis  aflcs  your  aid.        460 
Thetis  (reply'd  the  God)  our  powers  may  claim. 
An  ever-dear,  an  ever-honour'd  name  ! 
Wien  my  proud  mother  hurl'd  me  from  the  fky 
(My  aukward  form,  it  feems,  difpleas'd  her  eye) 
She  and  Eurynome  my  griefs  redreft,  46^ 

And  foft  receiv'd  me  on  their  filver  breaft. 
Ev'ff  then,  thefe  arts  employ 'd  my  infant  thought ; 
Chains,  bracelets,  pendants,  all  their  toys,  I  wrought. 
Nine  years  kept  fecret  in  the  dark  abode, 
Secure  I  lay,  conceal'd  from  man  and  God  :         470 
Deep  in  a  caveni'd  rock  my  days  were  led  ; 
The  rulhing  ocean  murmur'd  o'er  my  head. 

Now, 
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Now,  fince  her  prefence  glads  our  manfion,  fay. 
For  fuch  defert  what  fervice  can  I  pay  ? 
Vouchfafe,  O  Thetis  !  at  our  board  to  (hare  4-7^ 

The  genial  rites,  and  hofpitable  fare ; 
While  I  the  labours  of  the  forge  forego. 
And  bid  the  roaring  bellows  ceafe  to  blow. 

Then  from  his  anvil  the  lame  artift  rofe ; 
Wide  with  diftorted  legs  oblique  he  goes,  480 

And  fiills  the  bellows,  and  (in  order  laid) 
Locks  in  their  chefts  his  inftruments  of  trade. 
Then  with  a  fponge  the  footy  workman  dreft 
His  brawny  arms  irabrown'd,  and  hairy  bread. 
With  his  huge  fceptre  grac'd,  and  red  attire,  48^ 

Came  halting  forth  the  Sovereign  of  the  fire  : 
The  monarch's  fteps  two  female  forms  uphold. 
That  mov'd,  and  breath'd,  in  animated  gold  ; 
To  whom  was  voice,  and  fenfe,  and  fcience  given 
Of  works  divine,  (fuch  wonders  are  in  heaven  !j    450 
On  thefe  fupported,  with  unequal  gait. 
He  reach'd.  the  throne  where  penfn^e  Thetis  fate ; 
There,  plac'd  befide  her  on  the  fhining  frame,. 
He  thus  addrefs'd  the  Silver-footed  Dame  : 

Thee,  welcome  Goddefs !  what  occafion  calls    49^ 
(So  long  a  ftrangerj  to  thefe  hoaour'd  walls  ? 
'Tis  thine,  fair  Thetis,  the  command  to  lay. 
And.  Vulcan's  joy  and  duty  to  obey. 

To  whom  the  mournful  mother  thus  replies 
(The  cryftal  drops  flood  trembling  in  her  eyesj      ^oa 
Oh,  Vulcan  !  fay,  was  ever  breaft  divine 
So  pierc'd.  widi  farrows,  fo  o'erwhelm'd,  as  mine  ? 

I  Of 
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Of  all  the  GoddefTes,  did  Jove  prepare 

For  Thetis  only  fuch  a  weight  of  care  ? 

I,  only  I,  of  all  the  watery  race,  ^o^ 

By  force  fubjefted  to  a  man's  embrace. 

Who,  fmking  now  with  age  and  forrow,  pa)-s 

The  mighty  fine  impos'd  on  length  of  days. 

Sprung  from  my  bed,  a  god-like  hero  came. 

The  braveft  fure  that  ever  bore  the  name  ;  510 

Like  fome  fair  plant,  beneath  my  careful  hand. 

He  grew,  he  ficurifh'd,  and  he  grac'd  the  land  : 

To  Tro}'^  I  fent  him !  but  his  native  fhore 

Never,  ah  never,  fhall  receive  him  more  ; 

(Ev'n  while  he  lives,  he  waftcs  with  fecret  woe)     51  j 

Nor  I,  a  Goddefs,  can  retard  the  blow  ! 

Robb'd  of  the  prize  the  Grecian  fufFrage  gave. 

The  king  of  nations  forc'd  his  royal  Have  : 

For  this  he  griev'd  ;  and,  till  the  Greeks  cppreft 

"Requir'd  his  arm,  he  forrow'd  unredreft.  520 

Large  gifts  they  promife,  and  their  elders  fend  ; 

In  vain — he  arms  not,  but  permits  his  friend 

His  arms,  his  fteeds,  his  forces,   to  employ  ; 

He  marches,  combats,  almoft  conquers  Troy. 

TThen,  flain  by  Phoebus  (Heftor  had  the  name)      525' 

At  once  refigns  his  armour,  life,  and  fame. 

But  thou,  in  pity,  bj^  my  prayer  be  won  : 

Grace  with  immortal  arms  this  fliort-Iiv'd  fon. 

And  to  the  field  in  martial  pomp  reftore. 

To  (hine  with  glory,  till  he  fhines  no  more!  ^30 

To  her  the  Artift-god :  Thy  griefs  refign, 
Secure,  what  Vulcan  can,  is  ever  thine. 

.       .  O  could 
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O  could  I  hide  him  from  the  Fates  as  well. 
Or  with  thefe  hands  the  cruel  ftroke  repel. 
As  I  fhall  forge  moil  envy'd  arms,  the  gaze  53^ 

Of  wondering  ages,  and  the  world's  amaze  ! 

Thus  having  faid,  the  Father  of  the  fires 
To  the  black  labours  of  his  forge  retires. 
Soon  as  he  bade  them  blow,  the  bellows  turn'd 
Their  iron  mouths  ;  and  where  the  furnace  burn'd,  54.0 
Refounding  breath'd :  at  once  the  blall  expires. 
And  twenty  forges  catch  at  once  the  fires ; 
Juft  as  the  God  diredls,  now  loud,  now  low. 
They  raife  a  temped;,  or  they  gently  blow. 
In  hiffing  flames  huge  filver  bars  are  roU'd,  ^^^ 

And  ftubborn  brafs,  and  tin,   and  folid  gold  : 
Before,  deep  fix'd,  th'  eternal  anvils  ftand  ; 
The  ponderous  hammer  loads  his  better  hand. 
His  left  with  tongs  turns  the  vex'd  metal  round. 
And  thick,  ftrong  ftrokes,  the  doubling  vaults  rebound. 

Then  firll;  he  form'd  th'  immenfe  and  folid  fhield ; 
Rich  various  artifice  emblaz'd  the  field  ; 
Its  utmoft  verge  a  threefold  circle  bound  ; 
A  filver  chain  fufpends  the  maffy  round ; 
rive  ample  plates  the  broad  expanfe  compofe,        ^  jc 
And  god-like  labours  on  the  furface  rofe. 
There  fhone  the  image  of  the  mafter-mind  : 
There  earth,  there  heaven,  there  ocean,  he  defign'd  ; 
Th'  unwearied  fun,  the  moon  compleatly  round  ; 
The  ftarry  lights  that  heaven's  high  convex  crown'd  ; 
The  Pleiads,  Hyads,   with  the  northern  team  ] 
And  great  Orion's  more  refulgent  beam  j 

To 
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To  which,  around  the  axle  of  the  fky,  > 

The  Bear  revolving  points  his  golden  eye. 
Still  fhines  exalted  on  th' ethereal  plain,  565. 

Nor  bathes  his  blazing  forehead  in  the  main. 

Two  cities  radiant  on  the  fhield  appear. 
The  image  one  of  peace,  and  one  of  war. 
Here  facred  pomp  and  genial  feaft  delight. 
And  folemn  dance,  and  Hymenseal  rite ;  570 

Along  the  ftreet  the  new-made  brides  are  led. 
With  torches  flaming,  to  the  nuptial  bed  : 
The  youthful  dancers  in  a  circle  bound 
To  the  foft  flute,  and  cittern's  filver  found  : 
Through  the  fair  ftreets,  the  matrons  in  a  row        575 
Stand  in  their  porches,  and  enjoy  the  {how. 

There,  in  the  forum  fwarm  a  numerous  train. 
The  fubjeft  of  debate,  a  townfman  flain  : 
One  pleads  the  fine  difcharg'd,  which  one  deny'd. 
And  bade  the  public  and  the  laws  decide  :  589 

The  witnefs  is  produc'd  on  either  hand  : 
For  this,  or  that,  the  partial  people  fl:and : 
Th'  appointed  heralds  ftill  the  noify  bands. 
And  form  a  ring,  with  fceptres  in  their  hands. 
On  feats  of  ftone,  within  the  facred  place,  58^ 

The  reverend  elders  nodded  o'er  the  cafe  ; 
Alternate,  each  th'  attefting  fceptre  took. 
And,  rifing  folemn,  each  his  fentence  fpoke. 
Two  golden  talents  lay  amidll,  in  fight. 
The  prize  of  him  who  beft  adjudg'd  the  right.        59O 

Another  part  (a  profpeft  differing  far) 
Glow'd  with  refulgent  arms,  and  horrid  war. 

Two 
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Two  mighty  hofts  a  leaguer'd  town  embrace. 

And  one  would  pillage,  one  would  burn  the  place. 

Meantime  the  townfmen,  arm'd  with  filent  care,    59^ 

A  fecret  ambufti  on  the  foe  prepare  : 

Their  wives,  their  children,  and  the  watchful  band 

Of  trembling  parents,  on  the  turrets  ftand. 

They  march  ;  by  Pallas  and  by  Mars  made  bold  : 

Gold  were  the  Gods,  their  radiant  garments  gold,  600 

And  gold  their  armour  :  thefe  the  Iquadron  led, 

Augult,  divine,  fuperior  by  the  head ! 

A  place  for  ambufh  fit,  they  found,  and  flood 

Cover'd  with  fhields,  befide  a  filver  flood. 

Two  fpies  at  diflance  lurk,  and  watchful  feem       60c 

If  Iheep  or  oxen  feek  the  winding  flream. 

Soon  the  white  flocks  proceeded  o'er  the  plains, 

And  fteers  flow  moving,  and  two  fhepherd  fwains  ; 

Behind  them,  piping  on  their  reeds,  they  go. 

Nor  fear  an  ambufh,  nor  fufped  a  foe.  610 

In  arms  the  glittering  fquadron  rifing  round, 

Rufh  f  udden  ;  hills  of  flaughter  heap  the  ground  ; 

Whole  flocks  and  herds  lie  bleeding  on  the  plains. 

And,  all  aniidft  them,  dead,  the  fhepherd  fwains  ! 

The  bellowing  oxen  the  befiegers  hear ;  615 

They  rife,  take  horfe,  approach,  and  meet  the  war ; 

They  fight,  they  fall,  befide  the  filver  flood ; 

The  waving  filver  feem'd  to  blufh  with  blood. 

There  tumult,  there  contention,  flood  confefl ; 

One  fear'd  a  dagger  at  a  captive's  breafl,  620 

One  held  a  living  foe,  that  frefhly  bled 

With  new-made  wounds ;  another  dragg'd  a  dead ; 

Now 
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Now  here,  now  there,  the  carcafes  they  tore  : 
Fate  ftalk'd  amidft  them,  grhn  with  human  gore. 
And  the  whole  war  came  out,  and  met  the  eye  ]     62  f 
And  each  bold  figure  fecm'd  to  live,  or  die. 

A  field  deep-furrow'd,  next,  the  God  defign'd. 
The  third  time  labour'd  by  the  fweating  hind  ; 
The  fliining  fliares  full  many  ploughmen  guide. 
And  turn  their  crooked  yokes  on  every  fide:  630 

Still  as  at  either  end  they  wheel  around. 
The  mafter  meets  them  with  his  goblet  crown'd  ; 
The  hearty  draught  rewards,  renews  their  toil. 
Then  back  the  turning  plough-fhares  cleave  the  foil : 
Behind,  the  rifing  earth  in  ridges  roll'd :  6^^ 

And  fable  look'd,  though  form'd  of  molten  gold. 

Another  field  rofe  high  with  waving  grain  ; 
With  bended  fickles  ftand  the  reaper-train  : 
Here,  fi:retch'd  in  ranks,  thelevel'd  fwarths  are  found, 
Sheaves  heap'd  on  fheaves  here  thicken  up  the  ground* 
With  fweeping  ftroke  the  mowers  ftrow  the  lands ; 
The  gatherers  follow,  and  colleft  in  bands  ; 
And  lafl:  the  children,  in  whofe  arms  are  borne 
(Too  fhort  to  gripe  them)  the  brown  fheaves  of  corn* 
The  ruftic  monarch  of  the  field  defcries,  645 

With  filent  glee,  the  heaps  around  him  rife* 
A  ready  banquet  on  the  turf  is  laid. 
Beneath  an  ample  oak's  expanded  fhade. 
The  viftim  ox  thefturdy  youth  prepare; 
The  reaper's  due  repall:,  the  womens'  care.  650 

Next,  ripe  in  yellow  gold,  a  vineyard  fliines. 
Bent  with  the  ponderous  harvelt  of  its  vines ; 

A  deeper 
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A  deeper  dye  the  dangling  clufters  fliow. 
And,  curl'd  on  lilver  props,  in  order  glow  : 
A  darker  metal  mixt,  intrench'd  the  place;  6cc 

And  pales  of  glittering  tin  th'  enclofure  grace. 
To  this,  one  path -way  gently-winding  leads. 
Where  march  a  train  with  bafkets  on  their  heads 
(Fair  maids,  and  blooming  youths)  that  fmiling  bear 
The  purple  produft  of  th'  autumnal  year.  66a 

To  thefe  a  youth  awakes  the  warbling  firings, 
Whofe  tender  lay  the  fate  of  Linus  fmgs  ; 
In  meafur'd  dance  behind  him  move  the  train. 
Tune  foft  the  voice,  and  anfwer  to  the  flrain. 

Here,  herds  of  oxen  march,  eredl  and  bold,      66^ 
Rear  high  their  horns,  and  feem  to  low  in  gold. 
And  fpeed  to  meadows,  on  whofe  founding  fhores 
A  rapid  torrent  through  the  rufhes  roars  : 
Four  golden  herdfmen  as  their  guardians  ftand. 
And  nine  four  dogs  compleat  the  ruftic  band.  670 

Two  lions  rufhing  from  the  wood  appear'd, 
And  feiz'd  a  bull,  the  mailer  of  the  herd  ; 
He  roar'd  :  in  vain  the  dogs,  the  men,  withftood  ; 
They  tore  his  flefh,  and  drank  the  fable  blood. 
The  dogs  (oft  chear'd  in  vain)  defert  the  prey,    675 
Dread  the  grim  terrours,  and  at  diftance  bay» 

Next  this,  the  eye  the  art  of  Vulcan  leads 
Deep  through  fair  forells,  and  a  length  of  meads ; 
And  italls,  and  folds,  and  fcatter'd  cots  between  ; 
And  fleecy  flocks,  that  whiten  all  tlie  fcene.  680 

A  figur'd  dance  fucceeds :  fuch  once  was  feen 
In  lofty  Gnoffiis ;  for  the  Cretan  queen, 

Form'd 
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Form'd  by  Dxdalean  art :  a  comely  band 

Of  youths  and  maidens,  bounding  hand  in  hand. 

The  maids  in  foft  cymars  of  linen  dreft  ;  685; 

The  youths  all  graceful  in  the  glofly  veil : 

Of  thofe  the  locks  with  flowery  wreaths  inroll'd  ; 

Of  thefe  the  fides  adorn'd  with  fwords  of  gold. 

That,  glittering  gay,  from  filver  belts  depend. 

Now  all  at  once  they  rife,  at  once  defcend  6go 

With  well-taught  feet :  now  fliape,  in  oblique  ways, 

Confus"dIy  regular,  the  moving  maze  : 

Now  forth  at  once,  too  fwift  for  fight,  they  fpring. 

And  undiitinguifh'd  blend  the  flying  ring: 

So  whirls  a  wheel,  in  giddy  circle  toil,  695 

And  rapid  as  it  runs,  the  fmgle  fpokes  are  loft. 

The  gazing  multitudes  admire  around. 

Two  aftive  tumblers  in  the  centre  bound  ; 

Now  high,  now  low,  their  pliant  limbs  they  bend  : 

And  general  fongs  the  fprightly  revel  end.  700 

Thus  the  broad  fhield  complete  the  artift  crown'd 
With  his  lail  hand,  and  pour'd  the  ocean  round  ; 
In  living  filver  feem'd  the  waves  to  roll. 
And  beat  the  bnckJer's  verge,  and  bound  the  whole. 

This  done,  whate'er  a  warriour's  ufe  requires,  70^ 
He  forg'd  ;  the  cuirafs  that  outihines  the  fires. 
The  greaves  of  duftile  tin,  the  helm  impreil 
With  various  fculpture,  and  the  golden  creft. 
At  Thetis  feet  the  finifh'd  labour  lay ; 
She,  as  a  falcon,  cuts  th'  aerial  way,  710 

Swift  from  Olympus'  fnowy  fummit  flies. 
And  bears  the  blazing  prefent  through  the  Ikies. 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  Reconciliation  of  Achilles  and  Agamemnon* 

THETIS  brings  to  her  fon  the  armour  made  by  Vulcan. 
She  preferves  the  body  of  his  friend  from  corruption, 
and  commands  him  to  affemble  the  army,  to  declare 
his  refentment  at  an  end.  Agamemnon  and  Achilles 
are  folemnly  reconciled  :  the  fpeeches,  prefents,  and 
ceremonies,  on  that  occafion.  Achilles  is  with  great 
difficulty  perfuaded  to  refrain  from  the  battle  till  the 
troops  have  refrefhed  themfelves,  by  the  advice  of 
Ulyfles.  The  prefents  are  conveyed  to  the  tent  of 
Achilles ;  where  Brifei's  laments  over  the  body  of 
Patroclus.  The  hero  obftlnately  refufes  all  repaft, 
and  gives  himfelf  up  to  lamentation  for  his  friend. 
Jvlinerva  defcends  to  ftrengthen  him,  by  the  order 
of  Jupiter.  He  arms  for  the  fight:  his  appearance 
defer ibed.  He  addrefles  himfelf  to  his  horfes,  and 
reproaches  them  with  the  death  of  Patroclus.  One 
<){  them  is  miraculoufly  endued  with  voice,  and  in- 
fpired  to  prophefy  his  fate;  but  the  hero,  not  afto- 
niihed  by  that  prodigy,  rulhes  with  fury  to  the 
combat. 

The  thirtieth  day.    The  fcene  Is  on  the  fea-fhore» 
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So O N  as  Aurora  heav'd  her  orient  head 
Above  the  waves,  that  blufli'd  with  early  red 
(With  new-born  day  to  gladden  mortal  fight. 
And  gild  the  courts  of  heaven  with  facred  light) 
Th'  immortal  arms  the  Goddefs-mother  bears  5 

Swift  to  her  fon :  her  fon  fhe  finds  in  tears 
Stretch'd  o'er  Patroclus'  corpfe;  while  all  the  reft 
The  fovereign's  forrows  in  their  own  expreft. 
A  ray  divine  her  heavenly  prefence  Ihed, 
And  thus,  his  hand  foft- touching,  Thetis  faid  :        ic 

Supprefs  (my  fon)  this  rage  of  grief,  and  know 
It  was  not  man,  but  Heaven,  that  gave  the  blow; 
Behold  what  arms  by  Vulcan  are  bellow'd  ? 
Arms  worthy  thee,  or  fit  to  grace  a  God. 

Then  drops  the  radiant  burden  on  the  ground;     1  ^ 
Clang  the  ftrong  arms,  and  ring  the  Ihores  around: 
Back,  fhrink  the  Myrmidons  with  dread  furprize. 
And  from  the  broad  effulgence  turn'd  their  eyes. 
Unmov'd,  the  hero  kindles  at  the  fhow. 
And  feels  with  rage  divine  his  bofom  glow  ;  20 

From  his  fierce  eye-balls  living  fiames  expire. 
And  flafh  inceflant  like  a  ftream  of  fire : 

O  1  He 
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He  turns  the  radiant  gift ;  and  feeds  his  mind 
On  all  th'  immortal  artift  had  defign'd. 

Goddefs!  (he  cry'd)  thefe  glorious  arms  that  Ihine  2^ 
With  matchlefs  art,  confefs  the  hand  divine. 
Noiv  to  the  bloody  battle  let  me  bend  : 
But  ah!  the  relicks  of  my  flaughter'd  friend! 
In  thofe  wide  wounds. through  which  his  fpirit  fled. 
Shall  flies,  and  worms  obfcene  pollute  the  dead  ?       30 

That  unavailing  care  be  laid  afide, 
(The  azure  Goddefs  to  her  fon  reply 'd) 
Whole  years  untouch'd,  uninjur'd,  fhall  remain, 
Frefh  as  in  life,  the  carcafe  of  the  flaiu. 
But  go,  Achilles  (as  afFiiirs  require)  35 

Eefore  the  Grecian  peers  renounce  thine  ire : 
Then  uncontrol'd  in  boundlefs  war  engage, 
/.nd  Heaven  with  ftrength  fupply  the  mighty  rage ! 

Then  in  the  noftrils  of  the  flain  fhe  pour'd 
Neftareous  drops,  and  rich  ambrofia  fhower'd  40 

O'er  all  the  corpfe.     The  flies  forbid  their  prey, 
Untouch'd  it  refts,  and  facred  from  decay. 
Achilles  to  the  ftrand  obedient  went : 
The  Ihores  refounded  with  the  voice  he  fent. 
The  heroes  heard,  and  all  the  naval  train  4^ 

Tliattend  the  Ihips,  or  guide  them  o'er  the  main, 
Alarm'd,  tranfported,  at  the  well-known  found. 
Frequent  and  full,  the  great  affembly  crown'd; 
Studious  to  fee  that  terrour  of  the  plain. 
Long  loft  to  battle,  fhine  in  arms  again.  ^o 

Tydides  and  Ulyfles  firft  appear. 
Lame  with  theii  wounds,  and  leaning  on  the  fpear ; 

Thcfe 
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Thefe  on  the  facred  feats  of  council  plac'd. 
The  king  of  men,  Atrides,  came  the  laft : 
He  too  fore  wounded  by  Agenor's  fon.  5  5 

Achilles  (rifing  in  the  midft)  begun  : 

Oh  Monarch  !  better  far  had  been  the  fate 
Of  thee,  of  me,  of  all  the  Grecian  ftate. 
If,  (ere  the  day  when  by  mad  paflion  fway'd, 
Rafh  we  contended  for  the  black-ey'd  maid)  60 

Preventing  Dian  had  difpatch'd  her  dart. 
And  fhot  the  fhining  mifchief  to  the  heart : 
Then  many  a  hero  had  not  prefs'd  the  fhore. 
Nor  Troy's  glad  fields  been  fatten'd  with  our  gore  : 
Long,  long  Ihall  Greece  the  woes  we  caus'd  bewail,    6^ 
And  fad  pofterity  repeat  the  tale. 
But  this,  no  more  the  fubjed  of  debate. 
Is  paft,  forgotten,  and  refign'd  to  fate : 
Why  (hould,  alas !  a  mortal  man,  as  I, 
Burn  with  a  fury  than  can  never  die  ?  70 

Here  then  my  anger  ends ;  let  war  fucceed. 
And  ev'n  as  Greece  has  bled,  let  Ilion  bleed. 
Now  call  the  hofts,  and  try,  if  in  our  light 
Troy  yet  (hall  dare  to  camp  a  fecond  night  ? 
I  deem  their  mightieft,  when  this  arm  he  knows,       -- j 
Shall  'fcape  with  tranfport,  and  with  joy  repofe. 

He  faid :  his  finifh'd  wrath  with  loud  acclaim 
The  Greeks  accept,  and  fliout  Pelides'  name, 
Vvlien  thus,  not  rifing  from  his  lofty  throne. 
In  ftate  unmov'd,  the  king  of  men  begun  :  So 

Hear  me,  ye  fons  of  Greece!  with  filence  hear  I 
And  grant  your  monarch  an  impartial  ear; 

O  3  A  while 


jt,8  P  O  P  E  •  S    H  O  M  E  R. 

A  while  your  loud,  untimely  joy  fufpend. 

And  let  your  rafli,  injurious  clamours  end  : 

Unruly  murmurs,  or  ill-tim'd  applaufe,  8^ 

Wrong  the  beft  fpeaker,  and  the  jufteft  caufe. 

Nor  charge  on  me,  ye  Greeks,  the  dire  debate^: 

Know,  angry  Jove,  and  all-compelling  Fate, 

With  fell  Erinnys,  urg'd  my  wrath  that  day 

When  from  Achilles'  arms  I  forc'd  the  prey.  90 

What  then  could  I  againft  the  will  of  Heaven  ? 

Not  by  myfelf,  but  vengeful  Ate  driven  ; 

She,  Jove's  dread  daughter,  fated  to  infeft 

The  race  of  mortals,  enter'd  in  my  breaft. 

Not  on  the  ground  that  haughty  Fury  treads,  95 

But  prints  her  lofty  footfteps  on  the  heads 

Of  mighty  men ;  inflifting  as  fhe  goes 

Long  feftering  wounds,  inextricable  woes! 

Of  old,  Ihe  ftalk'd  amid  the  bright  abodes ; 

And  Jove  himfelf,  the  Sire  of  men  and  Gods,  100 

The  world's  great  ruler,  felt  her  venom'd  dart ; 

Deceiv'd  by  Juno's  wiles,  and  female  art. 

For  when  Alcmena's  nine  long  months  were  run. 

And  Jove  expefted  his  immortal  fon: 

To  Gods  and  Goddefies  th'  unruly  joy  10  J 

He  fliow'd,  and  vaunted  of  his  matchlefs  boy  : 

From  us  (he  faid)  this  day  an  infant  fprlngs. 

Fated  to  rule,  and  born  a  king  of  kings. 

Saturnia  aik'd  an  oath,  to  vouch  the  truth. 

And  fix'd  dominion  on  the  favour'd  youth.  1 10 

The  Thunderer,  unfufpicious  of  the  fraud, 

Pronounc'd  thofe  folemn  words  that  bind  a  God, 

The 
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Tlie  joyful  Goddefs  from  Olympus'  height. 
Swift  to  Achaian  Argos  bent  her  flight ; 
Scarce  feven  moons  gone,  lay  Sthenelus's  wife ;      115 
Shepufh'd  her  lingering  infant  into  life; 
Her  charms  Alcmena's  coming  labours  ftay. 
And  ftop  the  babe,  juft  ilTuing  to  the  day. 
Tlien  bids  Saturnius  bear  his  oath  in  mind  ; 
*'  A  youth  (faid  fhe)  of  Jove's  immortal  kind  120 

*'  Is  this  day  born  :  from  Sthenelus  he  fprlngs, 
•'  And  claims  thy  promife  to  be  king  of  kings." 
Grief  feiz'd  the  Thunderer,  by  his  oath  engag'd  ; 
Stung  to  the  foul,  he  forrow'd,  and  he  rag'd. 
From  his  ambrofial  head,  where  perch'd  fhe  fate.     125 
He  fnatch'd  the  Fury-Goddefs  of  debate. 
The  dread,  th'  irrevocable  oath  he  fwore, 
Th'  immortal  feats  fnould  ne'er  behold  her  more  ; 
And  whirl'd  her  headlong  down,  for  ever  driven 
From  bright  Olympus  and  the  ftarry  heaven  :  1 30 

Thence  on  the  nether  world  the  Fury  fell ; 
Ordain'd  with  man's  contentious  race  to  dwell. 
Full  oft  the  God  his  fon's  hard  toils  bemoan'd, 
Curs'd  the  dire  Fury,  and  in  fecret  groan'd. 
Ev'n  thus,  like  Jove  himfelf,  was  I  mifled,  13^ 

While  raging  Heftor  heap'd  our  camps  with  dead. 
What  can  the  errors  of  my  rage  atone  ? 
My  martial  troops,  my  treafures,  are  thy  own : 
This  inftant  from  the  navy  fhall  be  fent 
Whate'er  Ulyffes  promis'd  at  thy  tent :  140 

But  thou!  appeas'd,  propitious  to  our  prayer, 
Refume-thy  arms,  and  fhine  again  in  war. 

O  4  O  king 
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O  king  of  nations !  whofe  fuperior  fvvay 
(Returns  Achilles)  all  our  hofts  obey  ! 
To  keep  or  fend  the  prefents,  be  thy  care;  14^^ 

To  us,  'tis  equal :  all  we  aflc  is  war. 
While  yet  we  talk,  or  but  an  inftant  fhun 
The  fight,  our  glorious  work  remains  undone. 
Let  every  Greek,  who  fees  my  fpear  confound 
The  Trojan  ranks,  and  deal  deftrudlion  round,        1^0 
With  emulation  what  I  aft  furvey. 
And  learn  from  thence  the  bufinefs  of  the  day. 

The  fon  of  Peleus  thus :  and  thus  replies 
The  great  in  councils,  Ithacusthe  wife: 
Though,  god-like,  thou  art  by  no  toils  oppreft,       1  ^5 
At  leaft  our  armies  claim  repaft  and  reft  : 
Long  and  laborious  muft  the  combat  be. 
When  by  the  Gods  infpir'^d,  and  led  by  thee. 
Strength  is  deriv'd  from  fpirits  and  from  blood. 
And  thofe  augment  by  generous  wine  and  food  :      160 
What  boaftful  fon  of  war,  without  that  ftay. 
Can  laft  a  hero  through  a  fingle  day  ? 
Courage  may  prompt ;  but,  ebbing  out  his  ftrength. 
Mere  unfupported  man  muft  yield  at  length ; 
Shrunk  with  dry  famine,  and  with  toils  declin'd,    .165' 
The  drooping  body  will  defert  the  mind  : 
But  built  anew  with  ftrength-conferring  fare. 
With  limbs  and  foul  untam'd,  he  tires  a  war. 
Difmifs  the  people  then,  and  give  command. 
With  ftrong  repaft  to  hearten  ever}'-  band;  170 

But  let  the  prefents  to  Achilles  made 
In  full  alTembly  of  all  Greece  be  laid. 

The 
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The  king  of  men  fhall  rife  in  public  fight. 
And  folemn  fwear  (obfervant  of  the  rite) 
That,  fpotlefs  as  ftie  came,  the  maid  removes,         175 
Pure  from  his  arms,  and  guiltlefs  of  his  loves. 
That  done,  a  fumptuous  banquet  fhall  be  made. 
And  the  full  price  of  injur'd  honour  paid. 
Stretch  not  henceforth,  O  prince  !  thy  fovereign  might 
Eeyond  the  bounds  of  reafon  and  of  right ;  180 

'Tis  the  chief  praife  that  e'er  to  kings  belong'd. 
To  right  with  juftice  whom  with  power  they  wrong'd. 

To  him  the  monarch  :  Juft  is  thy  decree. 
Thy  words  give  joy,  and  wifdom  breathes  in  thee. 
Each  due  atonement  gladly  I  prepare;  1 8^ 

And  Heaven  regard  me  as  I  juftly  fwear! 
Here  then  a  while  let  Greece  afiembled  ftay. 
Nor  great  Achilles  grudge  this  fhort  delay : 
Till  from  the  fleet  our  prefents  be  convey'd. 
And,  Jove  attefling,  the  firm  compact  made.  igo 

A  train  of  noble  youths  the  charge  fhall  bear; 
Thefe  to  feleft,  UlyfTes,  be  thy  care  : 
In  order  rank'd  let  all  our  gifts  appear. 
And  the  fair  train  of  captives  clofe  the  rear: 
Takhybius  fhall  the  viftim  boar  convey.  igjj 

Sacred  to  Jove,  and  yon  bright  orb  of  day. 

For  this  (the  ftern  iEacides  replies) 
Some  lefs  important  feafon  may  fufHce, 
When  the  flern  fury  of  the  war  is  o'er. 
And  wrath  extinguifh'd  burns  my  breaft  no  more,     200 
By  Hector  flain,  their  faces  to  the  Iky, 
All  grim  with  gaping  wounds  our  heroes  lie  : 

Thofe 
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Thofe  call  to  war!  and,  might  my  voice  incite. 
Now,  now,  this  inftant,  fhould  commence  the  fight : 
Then,  when  the  day's  complete,  let  generous  bowls. 
And  copious  banquets,  glad  your  weary  fouls. 
Let  not  my  palate  know  the  tafte  of  food. 
Till  my  infatiate  rage  be  cloy'd  with  blood  : 
Pale  lies  my  friend  with  wounds  disfigur'd  o'er. 
And  his  cold  feet  are  pointed  to  the  door.  210 

Revenge  is  all  my  foul !  no  meaner  care, 
Intereft,  or  thought,  has  room  to  harbour  there; 
Deftruclion  be  my  feaft,  and  mortal  wounds. 
And  fcenes  of  blood,  and  agonizing  founds. 

O  firft  of  Greeks  (Ulyfles  thus  rejoin'd)  215 

The  beft  and  braveft  of  the  warriour-kind  ! 
Thy  praife  it  is  in  dreadful  camps  to  fhine. 
But  old  experience  and  calm  wifdom,  mine. 
Then  hear  my  counfel,  and  to  reafon  yield. 
The  braveft  foon  are  fatiate  of  the  field  ;  2  2« 

Though  vaft  the  heaps  that  ftrow  the  crimfon  plain. 
The  bloody  harvefl  brings  but  little  gain: 
The  fcale  of  conquefl  ever  wavering  lies. 
Great  Jove  but  turns  it,  and  the  viftor  dies! 
The  great,  the  bold,  by  thou fands  daily  fall,  zz^ 

And  endlefs  were  the  grief,  to  weep  for  all. 
Eternal  forrows  what  avails  to  fhed  ? 
Greece  honours  not  with  folemn  fafts  the  dead  : 
Enough,  when  death  demands  t];e  brave,  to  pay 
The  tribute  of  a  melancholy  day.  2jo 

One  chief  with  patience  to  the  grave  refign'd. 
Our  care  devolves  on  others  left  behind. 

Let 
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Let  generous  food  fupplies  of  ftrength  produce. 
Let  rifing  fpirits  flow  from  fprightly  juice. 
Let  their  warm  heads  with  fcenes  of  battle  glow,     255 
And  pournew  furies  on  the  feebler  foe. 
Yet  a  fhort  interval,  and  none  (hall  dare 
Expeft  a  fecond  fummons  to  the  war ; 
Who  waits  for  that,  the  dire  effect  fhall  find. 
If  trembling  in  the  fhips  he  lags  behind.  240 

Embodied,  to  the  battle  let  us  bend. 
And  all  at  once  on  haughty  Troy  defcend. 

And  now  the  delegates  Ulyffes  fent. 
To  bear  the  prefents  from  the  royal  tent. 
The  fons  of  Neftor,  Phyleus'  valiant  heir,  24^ 

Thias  and  Merion,  thunderbolts  of  war. 
With  Lycomedes  of  Creontian  ftrain. 
And  Melanippus,  form'd  the  chofen  train. 
Swift  as  the  word  was  given,  the  youths  obey'd ; 
Twice  ten  bright  vafes  in  the  midft  they  laid  ;         250 
A  row  of  fix  fair  tripods  then  fucceeds  : 
And  twice  the  number  of  high-bounding  fteeds : 
Seven  captives  next  a  lovely  line  compofe; 
The  eighth  Brifeis,  like  the  blooming  rofe, 
Clos'd  the  bright  band  :  great  Ithacus,  before,        2 5' 5; 
Firft  of  the  train,  the  golden  talents  bore : 
The  reft  in  public  view  the  chiefs  difpofe, 
A  fplendid  fcene !  then  Agamemnon  rofe  : 
The  boar  Talthybius  held  :  the  Grecian  lord 
Drew  the  broad  cutlafs,  fiieath'd  befide  his  fword ;  260 
The  ftubborn  briftles  from  the  vidlim'sbrow 
lie  crops,  and  oiFering  meditates  his  vow. 

His 
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His  hands  uplifted  to  th'  attefting  fkies. 
On  heaven's  broad  marble  roof  were  fix'd  his  eyes; 
The  folemn  words  a  deep  attention  draw,  265 

And  Greece  around  fat  thrili'd  with  facred  awe. 

Witnefs,  thou  firft  !  thou  greateft  Power  above ! 
All-good,  all-wife,  and  all-furviving  Jove  ! 
And  Mother-earth,  and  Heaven's  revolving  light. 
And  ye,  fell  Furies  of  the  realms  of  night,  270 

Who  rule  the  dead,  and  horrid  woes  prepare 
For  perjur'd  kings,  and  all  who  falfely  fwear! 
The  black-ey'd  maid  inviolate  removes. 
Pure  and  unconfcious  of  my  manly  loves. 
If  this  be  falfe.  Heaven  all  its  vengeance  fhed,         27  J 
And  levei'd  thunder  ftrike  my  guilty  head ! 

With  that,  his  weapon  deep  inflifts  the  Vv'ound ; 
The  bleeding  favage  tumbles  to  the  ground; 
The  facred  herald  rolls  the  viftim  flain 
(A  feaft  for  fifh)  into  the  foaming  main.  2 So 

Then  thus  Achilles :     Hear,  ye  Greeks !  and  know 
Whate'er  we  feel,  'tis  Jove  inflids  the  woe: 
Not  elfe  Atrides  could  our  rage  inflame. 
Nor  from  my  arms,  unwilling,  force  the  dame. 
'Twas  Jove's  high  will  alone,  o'er-ruling  all,  28^ 

That  doom'd  our  ftrife,  and  doom'd  the  Greeks  to  fall. 
Go  then,  ye  chiefs  !  indulge  the  genial  rite ! 
Achilles  waits  you,  and  experts  the  fight. 

The  fpeedy  council  at  his  word  adjourn'd : 
To  their  black  veflels  all  the  Greeks  return'd.  290 

Achilles  fought  his  tent.     His  train  before 
March'd  onward,  bending  with  the  gifts  they  bore. 

Thofe 
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Tliofe  in  the  tents  the  'fquires  induftrious  fpread  : 

The  foaming  courfers  to  the  flails  they  led ; 

To  their  new  feats  the  female  captives  move:  29^ 

Brifei's,  radiant  as  the  Qiieen  of  Love, 

Slow  as  fhe  paft,  beheld  with  fad  furvey. 

Where,  gafh'd  with  cruel  wounds,  Patroclus  lay  : 

Prone  on  the  body  fell  the  heavenly  fair. 

Beat  her  fad  breaft,  and  tore  her  golden  hair;  300 

All  beautiful  in  grief,  her  humid  eyes 

Shining  with  tears  fhe  lifts,  and  thus  fhe  cries : 

Ah,  youth  for  ever  dear,  for  ever  kind. 
Once  tender  friend  of  my  diflradled  mind ! 
I  left  thee  frefh  in  life,  in  beauty  gay !  305 

Now  find  thee  cold,  inanimated  clay ! 
What  woes  my  wretched  race  of  life  attend  ! 
Sorrows  on  forrows,  never  doom'd  to  end  ! 
The  firft  lov'd  confort  of  my  virgin-bed 
Before  thefe  eyes  in  fatal  battle  bled  !  310 

My  three  brave  brothers  in  one  mournful  day. 
All  trod  the  dark  irremeable  way  : 
Thy  friendly  hand  uprear'd  me  from  the  plain. 
And  dry'd  my  forrows  for  a  hufband  flain ; 
Achilles'  care  you  promi-^'d  I  fhould  prove,  315 

The  firft,  the  deareft  partner  of  his  love ; 
That  rites  divine  fhould  ratify  the  hand. 
And  make  me  emprefs  in  his  native  land. 
Accept  thefe  grateful  tears !  for  thee  they  flow. 
For  thee,  that  ever  felt  another's  woe !  320 

Her  fifter  captives  echoed  groan  for  groan. 
Nor  mourn'd  Patroclus  fortunes,  but  their  own : 

2  the 
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The  leaders  prefs'd  the  chief  on  every  fide ; 
Unmov'd,  he  heard  them,  and  with  fighs  deny'd : 

If  yet  Achilles  have  a  friend,  whofe  care  325 

Is  bent  to  pleafe  him,  this  requeft  forbear: 
Till  yonder  fun  defcend,  ah  let  me  pay 
To  grief  and  anguifh  one  abftemious  day. 

He  fpoke,  and  from  the  warriours  turn'd  his  face : 
Yet  ftill  the  brother-kings  of  Atreus'  race,  330 

Neftor,  Idomeneus,  Ulyfles  fage. 
And  Phoenix,  ftrive  to  calm  his  grief  and  rage  : 
His  rage  they  calm  not,  nor  his  grief  control ; 
He  groans,  he  raves,  he  forrows  from  his  foul. 

Thou  too,  Patroclus  !  (thus  his  heart  he  vents)       33^^ 
Once  fpread  th'  inviting  banquet  in  our  tents : 
Thy  fweet  fociety,  thy  winning  care. 
Once  ftaid  Achilles,  rufhlng  to  the  war. 
But  now,  alas!  to  death's  cold  arms  refign'd. 
What  banquets  but  revenge  can  glad  my  mind  ?        340 
What  greater  forrow  could  afflift  my  breaft, 
W'hat  more,  if  hoary  Peleus  were  deceas'd  ? 
Who  now,  perhaps,  in  Phthia  dreads  to  hear 
His  fon's  fad  fate,  and  drops  a  tender  tear. 
What  more,  fhould  Neoptolemus  the  brave  345 

(My  only  offspring)  fink  into  the  grave? 
If  yet  that  offspring  lives  (I  diftant  far. 
Of  all  negleftful,  wage  a  hateful  war). 
I  could  not  this,  this  cruel  ftroke  attend ; 
Fate  claim'd  Achilles,  but  might  fpare  his  friend.     350 
I  hop'd  Patroclus  might  furvive,  to  rear 
My  tender  orphan  with  a  parent's  care. 

From 
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From  Schyros  Ifle  condudl  him  o'er  the  main, 
And  glad  his  eyes  with  his  paternal  reign. 
The  lofty  palace,  and  the  large  domain ;  ^SS 

For  Peleus  breathes  no  more  the  vital  air. 
Or  drags  a  wretched  life  of  age  and  care. 
But  till  the  news  of  my  fad  fate  invades 
His  haftening  foul,  and  finks  him  to  the  fhades. 

Sighing  he  faid.     His  grief  the  heroes  join'd ;     360 
Each  ftole  a  tear  for  what  he  left  behind. 
Their  mingled  grief  the  Sire  of  Heaven  furvcy'd; 
And  thus,  with  pity,  to  his  blue-ey'd  Maid  : 

Is  then  Achilles  now  no  more  thy  care. 
And  doft  thou  thus  defert  the  great  in  war  ?  36c 

Lo,  where  yon  fails  their  canvafs  wings  extend. 
All  comfortlefs  he  fits,  and  wails  his  friend  : 
Erethirft  and  want  his  forces  have  oppreft, 
Hafte,  and  infufe  ambrofia  in  his  breaft. 

He  fpoke  :  and  fudden,  at  the  word  of  Jove,      370 
Shot  the  defcending  Goddefs  from  above. 
So  fwift  through  aether  the  flirill  Harpy  fprings. 
The  wide  air  floating  to  her  ample  wings. 
To  great  Achilles  fhe  her  flight  addreft. 
And  pour'd  divine  ambrofia  in  his  breaft,  37 « 

With  neftar  fweet  (refeftion  of  the  Gods !) 
Then,  fwift  afcending,  fought  the  bright  abodes. 

Now  ifTued  from  the  fhips  the  wai-riour-train. 
And,  like  a  deluge,  pour'd  upon  the  plain. 
As  when  the  piercing  blafts  of  Boreas  blow,  38© 

And  fcatter  o'er  the  fields  the  driving  fnow  ; 
From  dufky  clouds  the  fleecy  winter  flies, 
Whofe  dazzling  luftre  whitens  all  the  Ikies ; 

So 
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So  helms  fucceeding  helms,  fo  fliields  from  flilelds 
Catch  the  quick  beams,  and  brighten  all  the  fields ;    ^8^ 
Broad-glittering  breaft-plates,  fpears  with  pointed  rays. 
Mix  in  one  ftream,  reflefling  blaze  on  blaze : 
Thick  beats  the  centre  as  the  courfers  bound,  . 
With  fplendour  flame  the  Ikies,  and  laugh  the  fields 
around. 

Full  in  the  midft,  high-towering  o'er  the  reft,     390 
His  limbs  in  arms  divine  Achilles  dreft; 
Arms  which  the  Father  of  the  Fire  beftow'd, 
Forg'd  on  th'  eternal  anvils  of  the  God. 
Grief  and  revenge  his  furious  heart  infpire; 
His  glowing  eye-balls  roll  with  living  fire ;  395 

He  grinds  his  teeth  ;  and,  furious  with  delay, 
O'erlooks  th'  embattled  hofl,  and  hopes  the  bloody  day. 

The  filver  culfhes  firft  his  thighs  infold  : 
Then  o'er  his  breaft  was  brac'd  the  hollow  gold : 
The  brazen  fword  a  various  baldrick  ty'd,  400 

That,  ftarr'd  with  gems,  hung  glittering  at  his  fide  j 
And,  like  the  moon,  the  broad  refulgent  Ihield 
Blaz'd  with  long  rays,  and  gleam'd  athwart  the  field. 

So  to  night- wandering  failors,  pale  with  fears. 
Wide  o'er  the  watery  wafte,  a  light  appears,  405 

Which,  on  the  far-feen  mountain  blazing  high. 
Streams  from  fome  lonely  watch-tower  to  the  fky  : 
With  mournful  eyes  they  gaze,  and  gaze  again ; 
Loud  howls  the  ftorm,  and  drives  them  o'er  the  main. 

Next,  his  high  head  the  helmet  grac'd ;  behind     41  o 
The  fweepy  creil  hung  floating  in  the  wind  : 
Like  the  red  ftar,  that  from  his  flaming  hair 
Shakes  down  difeafes,  peftilence,  and  warj 

So 
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So  {Iream'd  the  golden  honours  from  his  head. 
Trembled  the  fparkling  plumes,  and  the  loofe  glories 
fhed.  41- 

The  chief  beholds  himfelf  with  wondering  eyes ; 
His  arms  he  poifes,  and  his  motions  tries  ; 
Buoy'd  by  fome  inward  force,  he  feems  to  fvvira. 
And  feels  a  pinion  lifting  every  limb. 

And  now  he  (hakes  his  great  paternal  fpear,       420 
Ponderous  and  huge  !  which  not  a  Greek  could  rear. 
From  Pelion's  cloudy  top  an  a(h  entire 
Old  Chiron  fell'd,  and  fliap'd  it  for  his  fire  ; 
A  fpear  which  Hern  Achilles  only  wields. 
The  death  of  heroes,  and  the  dread  of  fields.         ^2^ 

Automedon  and  Alcimus  prepare 
Th'  immortal  courfers  and  the  radiant  car 
(The  filver  traces  fweeping  at  their  fidej ; 
Their  fiery  mouths  refplendent  bridles  ty'd. 
The  ivory -ftudded  reins,  return'd  behind,  430 

Wav'd  o'er  their  backs,  and  to  the  chariot  join'd. 
The  charioteer  then  whirl'd  the  lafh  around. 
And  fwift  afcended  at  one  adive  bound. 
All  bright  in  heavenly  arms,  above  his  fquire 
Achilles  mounts,  and  fets  the  field  on  fire  ;  43  5- 

Not  brighter  Phoebus,  in  th'  etherial  way, 
"Flames  from  his  chariot,  and  reftores  the  day 
High  o'er  the  hoft  all  terrible  he  ftands. 
And  thunders  to  his  fteeds  thefe  dread  commands : 

Xanthus  and  Balius !  of  Podarges'  llrain  440 

(Unlefs  ye  boaft  that  heavenly  race  in  vain] 
Be  fwift,  be  mindful  of  the  load  ye  bear. 
And  learn  to  make  your  mailer  more  your  care  : 

Vol.  XUX.  P  Through 
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ThrcugR  falling  fquadrons  bear  my  flanghtering  fwordfj. 
•Nor,  as  ye  left  Patroclus,  leave  your  lord.  44^^ 

The  generous  Xanthus,  as  the  words  he  faid> 
vSeem'd  fenlible  of  woe,  and  droop'd  his  head  : 
'  Trenabling  he  flood  before  the  golden  wain, 
Afid.bow'd  to  duft  the  honours  of  his  mane. 
When,  ftrange  to  tell !   (fo  Juno  will'd)  he  broke  4j3 
Eternal  filence,  and  portentous  fpoke. 
Achilles !  yes !  this  day  at  leaft  we  bear 
Thy  rage  in  fafety  through  the  files  of  war  : 
But  come  it  will,  the  fatal  time  muft  come. 
Nor  our's  the  fault,  but  God  decrees  thy  doom.     4jj 
Not  through  our  crime,  or  flownefs  in  the  courfe. 
Fell  thy  Patroclus,  but  by  heavenly  force  ; 
The  bright  far-fhooting  God  who  gilds  the  day 
(Confeft  wc  faw  him)  tore  his  arms  away. 
Isio — could  our  fwiftnefs  o'er  the  winds  prevail,     460 
Or  beat  the  pinions  of  the  weftern  gale. 
All  were  in  vain — the  Fates  thy  death  demand. 
Due  to  a  mortal  and  immortal  hand. 

Then  ceas'd  for  ever,  by  the  Furies  ty'd. 
His  fateful  voice.     Th' intrepid  chief  reply 'd,       46^ 
With  unabated  rage— So  let  it  be! 
Portents  and  prodigies  are  loft  on  me. 
I  know  my  fate,  to  die,  to  fee  no  more 
My  much-lov'd  parents,  and  my  native  fhore— 
Enough — when  Heaven  ordains,  I  fmk  in  night;    470 
New  perilh  Troy !  he  faid,  and  rufh'd  to  fight. 
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ARGUMENT. 


The  Battle  of  the  Gods,  and  the  Adls  of  Achilles. 

JUPITER,  upon  Achilles's  return  to  the  battle,  calls 
a  council  of  the  Gods,  and  permits  them  to  aflift 
either  party.  The  terrours  of  the  battle  defcribed, 
when  the  Deities  are  engaged.  Apollo  encourages 
^neas  to  meet  Achilles.  After  a  long  converfa- 
tion,  thefe  two  heroes  encounter;  but  iEneas  is 
preferved  by  the  afliftance  of  Neptune.  Achilles 
falls  upon  the  reft  of  the  Trojans,  and  is  upon  the 
point  of  killing  Heftor,  but  Apollo  conv^eys  him 
away  in  a  cloud.  Achilles  purfues  the  Trojans  with 
a  great  flaughter. 

The  fame  day  continues.     The  fcene  is  in  the  field 
before  Troy. 
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^HUS  round  Pelides  breathing  war  and  blood, 
Greece,  fheath'd  in  arms,  befide  her  veflels  flood  j 
While,  near  impending  from  a  neighbouring  height, 
Troy's  black  battalions  wait  the  fhock  of  fight. 
Then  Jove  to  Themis  gives  command,  to  call  5 

The  Gods  to  council  in  the  flarry  hall : 
Swift  o'er  Olympus'  hundred  hills  fhe  flies. 
And  fummons  all  the  fenate  of  the  flcies. 
Thefe  fhining  on,  in  long  proceffion  come 
To  Jove's  eternal  adamantine  dome.  10 

Not  one  was  abfent,  not  a  rural  Power, 
That  haunts  the  verdant  gloom,  or  rofy  bower; 
Each  fair-hair'd  Dryad  of  the  ftiady  wood. 
Each  azure  Sifter  of  the  filver  flood  ; 
All  but  old  Ocean,  hoary  Sire!  who  keeps  ir 

His  ancient  feat  beneath  the  facred  deeps. 
On  marble  thrones  with  lucid  columns  crown'd 
(The  work  of  Vulcan)  fat  the  Powers  around. 
Ev'n  *  he  whofe  trident  fways  the  watery  reign. 
Heard  the  loud  fummons,  and  forfook  the  main,    20 
AlTum'd  his  throne  amid  the  bright  abodes. 
And  qucftion'd  thus  the  Sire  of  men  and  Gods : 

P  3  What 

*  Neptune. 
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What  moves  the  God  who  heaven  and  earth  com- 
And  grafps  the  thunder  in  his  awful  hands,  [mands, 
Thus  to  convene  the  whole  astherial  ftate  ?  25 

Is  Greece  and  Troy  the  fubjedt  in  debate  ?    , 
Already  met,  the  lowering  hofts  appear. 
And  death  Hands  ardent  on  the  edge  of  war. 

'Tis  true  (the  Cloud-compelling  Power  replies) 
This  day,  we  call  the  council  of  the  fkies  30 

In  care  of  human  race;  ev'n  Jove's  own  eye 
Sees  with  regret  unhappy  mortals  die. 
Far  on  Olympus'  top  in  fecret  ftate 
Ourfelf  will  fit,  and  fee  the  hand  of  Fate 
Work  out  our  will.     Celeftial  Powers !  defcend,      3^ 
And,  as  your  minds  direft,  your  fuccour  lend 
To  either  hoft.     Troy  foon  muft  lie  o'erthrown. 
If  uncontrol'd  Achilles  fights  alone  : 
Their  troops  but  lately  durft  not  meet  his  eyes ; 
What  can  they  now,  if  in  his  rage  he  rife  ?  40 

Affift  them,  Gods !  or  Ilion's  facred  wall 
May  fall  this  day,  though  Fate  forbids  the  fall. 
He  faid,  and  'fir'd  their  heavenly  breafts  with  rage  : 
On  adverfe  parts  the  warring  Gods  engage. 
Heaven's  awful  Queen  ;  and  he  whofe  azure  round  4^ 
Girds  the  vaft  globe ;  the  Maid  in  arms  renown'd  ; 
Hermes,,  of  profitable  arts  the  fire  ; 
And  Vulcan,  the  black  fovereign  of  the  fire  I 
Thefe  to  the  fleet  repair  with  inftant  flight; 
The  veffels  tremble  as  the  Gods  alight.  50 

In  aid  of  Troy,  Latona,  Phcebus,  came, 
Mars  fiery-helra'd,  the  laughter-loving  Dame, 

Xanthus, 
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Xanthus,  whofe  ftreams  in  golden  currents  flow, 
And  the  chafte  Huntrefs  of  the  lilver  bow. 
&re  yet  the  Gods  their  various  aid  employ,  5J 

Each  Argive  bofom  fwell'd  with  manly  joy. 
While  great  Achilles  (terrour  of  the  plain) 
Long  loft  to  battle,  fhone  in  arms  again. 
Dreadful  he  flood  in  front  of  all  his  hoft  ; 
Pale  Troy  beheld,  and  feem'd  already  loft  ;  60 

Her  bra^•eft  heroes  pant  with  inward  fear. 
And  trembling  fee  another  God  of  War. 

Eut  when  the  Powers  defcending  fwell'd  the  fight, 
Then  tumult  rofe  ;  fierce  rage  and  pale  affright 
Varied  each  facej  then  Difcord  founds  alarms,       6j 
Earth  echoes,  and  the  nations  rufh  to  arms. 
Now  through  the  trembling  fnores  Minerva  calls. 
And  now  fhe  thunders  from  the  Grecian  walls. 
Mars,  hovering  o'er  his  Troy,  his  terrours  fhrouds 
la  gloomy  tempeft^,  and  a  night  of  clouds :  70 

Now  through  each  Trojan  heart  he  fury  pours 
With  voice  divine,  from  Ilion's  topmoft  towers ; 
Now  fhouts  to  Simois  from  her  beauteous  hill ; 
The  mountain  (hook,  the  rapid  ftreams  flood  ftill. 
Above,  the  Sire  of  Gods  his  thunder  rolls,  -j^ 

And  peals  on  peals  redoubled  rend  the  poles. 
Beneath,  ftern  Neptune  fliakes  the  folid  ground  ; 
The  forefts  wave,  the  mountains  nod  around ; 
Through  all  their  fummits  tremble  Ida's  woods. 
And  from  their  fources  boil  her  hundred  floods.      80 
Troy's  turrets  totter  on  the  rocking  plain  ; 
And  the  tofs'd  navies  beat  the  heaving  main. 
.  :  .:  '  P4  Deep 
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Deep  in  the  difmal  regions  of  the  dead, 

Th'  infernal  monarch  rear'd  his  horrid  head, 

Leap'd  from  his  throne,  left  Neptune's  arm  fliould  lay 

His  dark  dominions  open  to  the  day. 

And  pour-in  light  on  Pluto's  drear  abodes, 

Abhorr'd  by  men,  and  dreadful  ev'n  to  Gods. 

Such  war  th'  immortals  wage  :  fuch  horrours  rend 
The  world's  vaft  concave,  when  the  Gods  contend.  90 
Firft  filver-fhafted  Phoebus  took  the  plain 
Againft  blue  Neptune,  monarch  of  the  main : 
The  God  of  Arms  his  giant  bulk  difplay'd, 
Oppos'd  to  Pallas,  War's  triumphant  Maid. 
Againft  Latona  march'd  the  Son  of  May  ;  g^ 

The  quiver'd  Dian,  filler  of  the  Day 
(Her  golden  arrows  founding  at  her  fide) 
Saturnia,  Maiefty  of  Heaven,  defy'd. 
With  fiery  Vulcan  laft  in  battle  ftands 
Ths  facred  flood  that  rolls  on  golden  fands  ;         100 
Xanthus  his  name  with  thofe  of  heavenly  birth. 
But  call'd  Scamander  by  the  fons  of  earth. 

While  thus  the  Gods  in  various  league  engage, 
Achilles  glow'd  with  moie  than  mortal  rage  : 
Hedor  he  fought;  in  fearch  of  Hedor  turn'd     loj^ 
His  eyes  around,  for  Heftor  only  burn'd  ; 
And  burfl  like  lightning  through  the  ranks,  and  vo'.v'd 
To  glut  the  God  of  Battles  with  his  blood. 

yEneas  was  the  firft  who  dar'd  to  ftay  ; 
Apollo  wedg'd  him  in  the  warriour's  way,  no 

But  fwell'd  his  bofom  with  undaunted  might, 
Half-forc'd,  and  half-pcrfuaded,  to  the  fight. 

Like 
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Like  young  Lycnon,  of  the  royal  line, 
In  voice  and  afpeift,  feem'd  the  Power  divine  ;  . 
And  bade  the  chief  refled,  how  late  with  fcorn       1 1  j 
In  diftant  threats  he  brav'd  the  Goddefs-born, 

Then  thus  the  hero  of  Anchifes  ftrain  : 
To  meet  Pelides,  you  perfuade  in  vain  : 
Ah-eady  have  I  met,  nor  void  of  fear 
Obferv'd  the  fury  of  his  flying  fpear;  120 

From  Ida's  woods  he  chac'd  us  to  the  field. 
Our  force  he  fcatter'd,  and  our  herds  he  kill'd  ; 
Lyrneffus,  Pedafus,  in  alhes  lay ; 
But  (Jove  aflifting)  I  furviv'd  the  day; 
Elfe  had  I  funk,  oppreft  in  fatal  fight  12? 

By  fierce  Achilles  and  Minerva's  might. 
Where'er  he  mov'd,  the  Goddefs  flione  before. 
And  bath'd  his  brazen  lance  in  hoftile  gore. 
What  mortal  man  Achilles  can  fuftain  ? 
Th'  immortals  guard  him  through  the  dreadful  plain. 
And  fuffer  not  his  dart  to  fall  in  vain. 
Were  God  my  aid,  this  arm  fl^ould  check  his  power. 
Though  ftrong  in  battle  as  a  brazen  tower. 

To  whom  the  Son  of  Jove  :  That  God  implore. 
And  be  what  great  Achilles  was  before.  13^ 

From  heavenly  Venus  thou  deriv'ft  thy  ftrain. 
And  he,  but  from  a  Sifter  of  the  Main  ; 
An  aged  Sea-god  father  of  his  line. 
But  Jove  himfelf  the  facred  fource  of  thine. 
Then  lift  thy  weapon  for  a  noble  blow,  140 

l^or  fear  the  vaunting  of  a  mortal  foe. 

This  faid,  and  fpirit  breath'd  into  his  breaft. 
Through  the  thick  troops  th'  emboldcn'd  hero  preft : 

His 
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His  venturous  aft  the  white-arm'd  Queen  furvey'd,      '; 
And  thus,  aiTembling  all  the  Powers,  {he  faid :      14.^ 

Behold  an  aftion,  Gods  !  that  claims  your  care; 
Lo  great  .^Eneas  rufliing  to  the  war ; 
Againfl  Pelides  he  direfts  his  courfe, 
Phoebus  impels,  and  Phoebus  gives  him  force. 
Reftrain  his  bold  career  ;  at  leaft,,  t' attend  150 

Our  favour'd  hero,  let  fome  Power  defcend. 
To  guard  his  life,  and  add  to  his  renown. 
We,  the  great  armament  of  heaven,  came  down. 
Hereafter  let  him  fall,  as  Fates  defign. 
That  fpun  fo  fliort  his  life's  iiluftrious  line  :  15J 

Bu4:|  left  fome  adverfe  God  now  crofs  his  v/ay. 
Give  him  to  know  what  Powers  afiift  this  day  ; 
For  how  iliall  mortal  ftand  the  dire  alarms. 
When  heaven's  refulgent  hoft  appear  in  arms  ? 

Thus  fhe  :  and  thus  the  God  whofe  force  can  make 
The  folid  globe's  eternal  bafis  Ihake  : 
Againft  the  might  of  man,  fo  feeble  known. 
Why  fnould  celeftial  Powers  exert  their  own  ? 
Suffice,  from  yonder  mount  to  view  the  fcene. 
And  leave  to  war  the  fates  of  mortal  men.  1 6y 

But  if  th'  Armipotent,  or  God  of  light, 
Obilrudt  Achilles,  or  commence  the  fight. 
Thence  on  the  Gods  of  Troy  we  fwift  defcend  : 
Full  foon,  I  doubt  not,  fhall  the  cdnflicl:  end^ 
And  thefe,  in  ruin  and  confufion  hurl'd,  J^o 

Yield  to  our  conquering  arms  the  lower  world. 

Thus  having  faid,  the  Tyrant  of  the  Sea, 
Cerulean  Neptune,  rofe,  and  led  the  way. 

Advanc'd' 
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Advanc'd  upon  the  field  there  ilood  a  mound 

Qf  earth  congefted,  wall'd,  and  trench'd  around  ;   175 

In  elder  times  to  guard  Alcides  made 

(The  work  of  Trojans,  with  Minerva's  aid) 

What-time  a  vengeful  monfter  of  the  main 

Swept  the  wide  fhore,  and  drove  him  to  the  plain. 

Here  Neptune  and  the  Gods  of  Greece  repair,    iSo 
With  clouds  encompafs'd,  and  a  veil  of  air  : 
The  ad\erfe  powers,  around  Apollo  laid. 
Crown  the  fair  hills  that  filver  Simois  fhade. 
In  circle  clofe  each  heavenly  party  fate. 
Intent  to  form  the  future  fcheme  of  Fate ;  igr 

But  mix  not  yet  in  fight,  though  Jove  on  high 
Gives  the  loud  fignal,  and  the  heavens  reph'. 

Meanwhile  the  rufliing  armies  hide  the  ground  ; 
The  trampled  centre  yields  a  hollow  found  : 
Steeds  cas'd  in  mail,  and  chiefs  in  armour  bright,   igo 
The  gleamy  champain  glows  with  brazen  light. 
Amid  both  hofts  (a  dreadful  fpace)  appear 
There,  great  Achilles ;  bold  JEneas,  here. 
With  towering  ftrides  yEneas  firft  advanc'd,  .   . 

The  nodding  plumage  on  his  helmet  danc'd  ;  ig^ 

Spread  o'er  his  breaft  the  fencing  Ihield  he  bore. 
And,  ashemov'd,  his  javelin  flam'd  before. 
Not  fo  Pelides  :  furious  to  engage. 
He  rufli'd  impetuous.     Such  the  lion's  rage. 
Who,  viewing  fiiil  his  foes  with  fcornful  eyes,   .    200 
Though  all  in  arms  the  peopled  city  rife. 
Stalks  carelefs  on,  with  unrcgarding  pride; 
Till  at  the  length,  bv  fome  brave  youth  defy'd,     .    . ' 

To 
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To  his  bold  fpear  the  favage  turns  alone  : 

He  murmurs  fury  with  an  hollow  groan  ;  20 J 

He  grins,  he  foams,  he  rolls  his  eyes  around  ; 

Lafli'd  by  his  tail,  his  heaving  fides  refound  ; 

He  calls  up  all  his  rage  ;  he  grinds  his  teeth, 

Refolv'd  on  vengeance,  or  refolv'd  on  death. 

So,  fierce  Achilles  on  ^neas  flies;  210 

So  Hands  ^Eneas,  and  his  force  defies. 

Ere  yet  the  ftern  encounter  join'd,  begun 

The  feed  of  Thetis  thus  to  Venus'  fon  : 

Why  comes  ^neas  through  the  ranks  fo  far  ? 
Seeks  he  to  meet  Achilles'  arm  in  war,  215 

In  hope  the  realms  of  Priam  to  enjoy. 
And  prove  his  merits  to  the  throne  of  Troy  ? 
Grant  that  beneath  thy  lance  Achilles  dies. 
The  martial  monarch  may  refufe  the  prize  : 
Sons  he  has  many  :  thofe  thy  pride  may  quell ;      220 
And  'tis  his  fault  to  lore  thofe  fons  too  well. 
Or,  in  re.vard  of  thy  viftorious  hand. 
Has  Troy  propos'd  fome  fpacious  track  of  land  ? 
An  ample  foreft,  or  a  fair  domain. 
Of  hill  for  vines,  and  arable  for  grain  ?  22  c 

Ev'n  this,  perhaps,  will  hardly  prove  thy  lot, 
But  can  Achilles  be  fo  foon  forgot  ? 
Once  (as  I  think)  you  faw  this  brandifh'd  fpear. 
And  then  the  great  JEneas  feem'd  to  fear. 
With  hearty  hafte  from  Ida's  mount  he  fled,  330 

Nor,  till  he  reach'd  LyrneflTus,  turn'd  his  head. 
Her  lofty  wails  not  long  our  progrefs  ft:aid  ; 
Thofe,  PallaSj  Jove,  and  we,  in  ruins  laid : 

1  In 
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In  Grecian  chains  her  captive  race  were  caft  ; 
*Tis  true,  the  great  ^neas  fled  too  faft.  23  c 

Defrauded  of  my  conquelt  once  before. 
What  then  I  loft,  the  Gods  this  day  reftore. 
Go  ;  while  thou  may 'ft,  avoid  the  threatening  fate  ; 
Fools  ftay  to  feel  it,  and  are  wife  too  late. 

To  this  Anchifes'  fon  :  Such  words  employ        240 
To  one  that  fears  thee,  fome  unwarlike  boy  ; 
Such  we  difdain ;  the  beft  may  be  defy'd 
With  mean  reproaches,  and  unmanly  pride  ; 
Unworthy  the  high  race  from  which  we  came, 
Proclaim'd  fo  loudly  by  the  voice  of  fame  :  24  j 

Each  from  illuftrious  fathers  draws  his  line  ; 
Each  Goddefs-born  ;  half  human,  half  divine. 
Thetis',  this  day,  or  Venus'  offspring,  dies. 
And  tears  (hall  trickle  from  celeftial  eyes : 
For  when  two  heroes,  thus  deriv'd,  contend,         250 
'Tis  not  in  words  the  glorious  ftrife  can  end. 
If  yet  thou  farther  feek  to  learn  my  birth 
(A  tale  refounded  through  the  fpacious  earth) 
Hear  how  the  glorious  origin  we  prove 
From  ancient  Dardanus,  the  firft  from  Jove  :       25^ 
Dardania's  walls  he  rais'd  ;  for  Ilion  then 
(The  city  fmce  of  many-languag'd  men) 
V/as  not.     The  natives  were  content  to  till 
The  ftiady  foot  of  Ida's  fountful  hill. 
From  Dardanus,  great  Erichthonius  fprings,  260 

The  richeft,  once,  of  Afia's  wealthy  kings ; 
Three  thoufand  mares  his  fpacious  paftures  bred. 
Three  thoufand  foafe  befide  their  mothers  fed. 

Boreas, 
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Boreas,  enamour'd  of  the  fprightly  train, 
Conceard  his  godhead  in  a  flowing  mane,  26^ 

With  voice  diflembled  to  his  loves  he  neig;h'd. 
And  cours'd  the  dappled  beauties  o'er  the  mead  : 
Hence  fprung  twelve  others  of  unrival'd  kind. 
Swift  as  their  mother  mares,  and  father  wind. 
'Thefe,  lightly  Ikimming  when  they  fwept  the  plain,270 
Nor  ply'd  the  grafs,  nor  bent  the  tender  grain  j 
And  when  along  the  level  feas  they  flew. 
Scarce  on  the  furface  curl'd  the  briny  dew: 
Such  Erichthonius  was :  from  him  there  came 
The  facred  Tros,  of  whom  the  Trojan  name.         275 
Three  fons  renown 'd  adorn'd  his  nuptial  bed, 
Ilus,  Aflaracas,  and  Ganymed  : 
The  matchlefs  Ganymed,  divinely  fair. 
"Whom  Heaven,  enamour'd,  fnatch'd  to  upper  air 
To  bear  the  cup  of  Jove  (stherial  gueft,  280 

The  grace  and  glory  of  th'  ambrofial  feaft). 
The  two  remaining  fons  the  line  divide  : 
Firft  rofe  Laomedon  from  Ilus'  fide; 
From  him  Tithonius,  now  in  cares  grown  oM, 
And  Priam  (bleft  with  Heftor,  brave  and  bold  :}    28^ 
Clytius  and  Lampus,  ever-honour'd  pair; 
And  Hicetaon,  thunderbolt  of  war.  ' 
From  great  AiTaracus  fprung  Capys,  he 
Eegat  Anchifes,  and  Anchifes  me. 
Such  is  our  race  :  'tis  Fortune  gives  us  birth,  290 

But  Jove  alone  endues  the  foul  with  worth  : 
He,  fource  of  power  and  might!  with  boundlefs  fway. 
All  human  courage  gives,  or'taUes  away;  '  ■  '•'  '  •  " ' 

Long 
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Xong  in  the  field  of  words  we  may  contend. 
Reproach  is  infinite,  and  knows  no  end,  2g| 

Arm'd  or  with  truth  or  falfehood,  right  or  wrong 
(So  voluble  a  weapon  is  the  tongue) 
Wounded,  we  wound  ;  and  neither  fide  can  fail, 
-For  every  man  has  equal  ftrength  to  rail : 
Women  alone,  whai  in  the  ftreets  they  jar,  300 

Perhaps  excel  us  in  this-  wordy  war  ; 
Like  us  they  ftand,  encompafs'd  with  the  croud. 
And  vent  their  anger  impotent  and  loud. 
Ceafe  then — Our  bufinefs  in  the  field  of  fight 
Is  not  to  queftion,  bat  to  prove,  our  might.  305 

To  all  thofe  infults  thou  haft  offered  here. 
Receive  this  anfwer :  'tis  my  flying  fpear. 

He  fpoke.     With  all  his  force  the  javelin  flung, 
Fix'd  deep,  and  loudly  in  the  buckler  rung. 
Far  on  his  Gut-ftreteh'd  arm,  Pelides  held  319 

(To  meet  the  thundering  lance)  his  dreadful  fhield. 
That  trembled  as  it  ftuck  ;  nor  void  of  fear 
Saw,  ere  it  fell,  th'  immeafurable  fpear. 
His  fears  were  vain  ;  impenetrable  charms 
Secur'd  the  temper  of  th'  astherial  arms.  31  j 

Through  two  ftrong  plates  the  point  its  paflage  held. 
But  ftopp'd,  and  refted,  by  the  third  repell'd. 
Five  plates  of  various  metal,   various  mold, 
Compos'd  the  fliield  ;  of  brafs  each  outward  fold. 
Of  tin  each  inward,  and  the  middle  gold  :         320  > 
There  ftuck  the  lance.     Then  rifing  ere  he  threw. 
The  forceful  fpear  of  great  Achilles  flew. 
And  pierc'd  the  Dardan  fliield's  extremeft  bound*. 
Where  the  ihilll  brafs  return'd  a  fbarper  found : 

Through 
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Through  the  thin  verge  the  Pelian  weapon  glides,  325 

And  the  flight  covering  of  expanded  hides. 

/Eneas  his  contrafted  body  bends. 

And  o'er  him  high  the  riven  targe  extends. 

Sees,  through  its  parting  plates,  the  upper  air. 

And  at  his  back  perceives  the  quivering  fpear  :       330 

A  fate  fo  near  him  chills  his  foul  with  fright ; 

And  fwims  before  his  eyes  the  many-colour 'd  light. 

Achilles,  rufhing  in  with  dreadful  cries. 

Draws  his  broad  blade,  and  at  iEneas  flies : 

JEneas,  roufmg  as  the  foe  came  on  33^ 

(With  force  colleded)  heaves  a  mighty  ftone  : 

A  mafs  enormous !  which  in  modern  days 

No  two  of  earth's  degenerate  fons  could  raife. 

But  Ocean's  God,  whofe  earthquakes  rock  the  ground. 

Saw  the  diftrefs,  and  mov'd  the  Powers  around.    340 

Lo !  on  the  brink  of  fate  ^Eiieas  ftands. 
An  inftant  vidim  to  Achilles'  hands  ; 
By  Phoebus  urg'd  :  but  Phoebus  has  beftow'd 
His  aid  in  vain  :  the  man  o'erpowers  the  God. 
And  can  ye  fee  this  righteous  chief  atone,  34^ 

With  guiltlefs  blood,  for  vices  not  his  ov.n  ? 
To  all  the  Gods  his  conflant  vows  were  paid  : 
Sure,  though  he  wars  for  Troy,  he  claims  our  aid  ! 
Fate  wills  not  this  ;  nor  thus  can  Jove  refign 
The  future  Father  of  the  Dardan  line  :  ^S^ 

The  firft  great  anceftor  obtain'd  his  grace. 
And  ftiU  his  love  defcends  on  all  the  race ; 
For  Priam  now,  and  Priam's  faithlefs  kind. 
At  length  arc  odious  to  th'  all-feeing  Mind  ; 

On 


ILIAD,    Book  XX.  225 

On  great  iEneas  fhali  devolve  the  reign,  35 j 

And  fons  fucceeding  fons  the  lafting  line  fuftaini 
The  great  Earth-fliaker  thus :  to  whom  replies 
Th'  imperial  Goddefs  with  the  radiant  eyes: 
Good  as  he  is,  to  immolate  or  fpare 
The  Dardan  Prince,  O  Neptune,  be  thy  care;        3$o 
Pallas  and  I,  by  all  that  Gods  can  bind. 
Have  fworn  deftructlon  to  the  Trojan  kind  ; 
Not  ev'n  an  inftant  to  protract  their  fate. 
Or  fave  one  member  of  the  finking  ftate ; 
Till  her  lafl:  flame  be  quench'd  with  her  laft  gore,  36^ 
And  ev'n  her  crumbling  ruins  are  no  more. 

The  king  of  Ocean  to  the  fight  defcends. 
Through  all  the  whifl;ling  darts  his  courfe  he  bends. 
Swift  interpos'd  between  the  warriours  flies. 
And  cafts  thick  darknefs  o'er  Achilles'  eyes.  3'70 

From  great  jiEneas  fhield  the  fpear  he  drew. 
And  at  his  mafter's  feet  the  weapon  threw. 
That  done,  with  force  divine  he  fnatch'd  on  high 
The  Dardan  Prince,  and  bore  him  through  the  flcy. 
Smooth-gliding  without  fl:ep,  above  the  heads         37  j 
Of  warring  heroes,  and  of  bounding  fteeds : 
Till  at  the  battle's  utmoft  verge  they  light. 
Where  the  .flow  Caucans  clofe  the  rear  of  fight. 
The  Godhead  there  (his  heavenly  form  confefe'd) 
With  words  like  thefe  the  panting  chief  addrefs'd  :   380 

What  Power,  O  prince,  with  force  inferior  far, 
Urg'd  thee  to  meet  Achilles  arm  in  war  ? 
Henceforth  beware,  nor  antedate  thy  doom. 
Defrauding  Fate  of  all  thy  fame  to  come. 

Vol.  XLIX.  Q^  But 
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But  when  the  day  decreed  (for  come  it  muft)  3?^ 

Shall  lay  this  dreadful  hero  in  the  duft. 
Let  then  the  furies  of  that  arm  be  known. 
Secure,  no  Grecian  force  tranfcends  thy  own. 

With  that,  he  left  him,  wondering  as  he  lay, 
Tli.eri  from  Achilles  chac'd  the  mift  away  :  390 

Sudden,  returning  with  the  ftream  of  light. 
The  fcene  of  war  came  rufhing  on  his  fight. 
Then  thus  amaz'd  :  What  wonders  ftrike  my  mind ! 
My  fpear,  that  parted  on  the  wings  of  wind. 
Laid  here  before  me !  and  the  Dardan  lord,  395 

That  fell  this  inftant,  vanifn'd  from  my  fword ! 
I  thought  alone  with  mortals  to  contend, 
Eut  Powers  cosleftial  fure  this  foe  defend. 
Great  as  he  is,  our  arm  he  fcarce  will  try, 
CoDtent,  for  once,  with  all  his  Gods,  to  fly*  400 

i\ow  then  let  others  bleed — This  faid,  aloud 
He  vents  his  fury,  and  inflames  the  croud, 
O  Greeks  (he  cries,  and  every  rank  alarms) 
join  battle,  man  to  man,  and  arms  to  arms,' 
""Tis  not  in  me,  though  favour'd  by  the  Sky,  40^ 

To  mow  whole  troops,  and  make  whole  armie*  fly  : 
No  God  can  fingly  fuch  a  hoft  engage, 
Not  Mars  himfelf,  nor  great  Minerva's  rage. 
But  wliatfoe'er  Achilles  can  infpire, 
Vv'hate'er  of  aclive  force,  or  afting  fire :  410 

Whate'er  this  heart  can  prompt,  or  hand  obey ; 
All,  all  Achilles,  Greeks !  is  yours  to-day. 
Through  yon  wide  hoft  this  arm  Ihall  fcatter  tear. 
And  thin  the  fquadrons  with  my  fingle  fpear, 

Ik 
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He  faid  :  nor  lefs  elate  with  martial  joy,    "  415 

The  God-like  Heftor  warm'd  the  troops  of  Troy  ; 
Trojans  to  war !     Think  Hedor  leads  you  on ; 
Nor  dread  the  vaunts  of  Peleus'  haughty  fon. 
Deeds  muft  decide  our  fate.     Ev'n  thofe  with  words 
Infult  the  brave,  who  tremble  at  their  fwords :         426 
The  weakeft  Atheift-wretch  all  Heaven  denes. 
But  fhrinks  and  fhudders  when  the  thunder  flies. 
Nor  from  yon  boafter  fhall  your  chief  retire. 
Not  though  his  heart  were  fteel,  his  hand  were  fire ; 
That  fire,  that  fteel,  your  Heftor  fhould  withftand,  42^ 
And  brave  that  vengeful  heart,  that  dreadful  hand. 

Thus  (breathing  rage  through  all)  the  hero  faid  5 
A  wood  of  lances  rifes  round  his  head. 
Clamours  on  clamours  tempeft  all  the  air. 
They  join,  they  throng,  they  thicken  to  the  war.  430 
But  Phcsbus  warns  hira  from  high  heaven  to  liuin 
The  fingle  fight  with  Thetis'  God-like  fon ; 
More  fafe  to  combat  in  the  mingled  band. 
Nor  tempt  too  near  the  terrours  of  his  hand. 
He  hears  obedient  to  the  God  of  Light,  4  j'j; 

And,  plung'd  within  the  ranks,  awaits  the  fight. 

Then  fierce  Achilles,  fhouting  to  the  (kies. 
On  Troy's  whole  force  with  boundlefs  fury  flies. 
Firft  falls  Iphytion,  at  his  army's  head  ; 
Brave  w^as  the  chief,  and  brave  the  hoit  he  led  ;       4.1.0 
From  great  Otrynteus  he  deriv'd  his  blood 3 
liis  mother  was  a  Nais  of  the  flood  ;  '    ' 

Beneath  the  fliades  of  Tmohis,  crovvn'd  with  rno\r. 
From  Hyde's  walls  he  rul'd  the  lands  below, 

Q^z  Fiexc* 
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Fierce  as  he  fprings,  the  fvvord  his  head  divides;     44^ 
The  parted  vifage  falls  on  equal  fides: 
With  loud-refounding  arms  he  ftrikes  the  plain; 
While  thus  Achilles  glories  o'er  the  flain  : 

Lie  there,  Otryntides !  the  Trojan  earth 
Receives  thee  dead,  though  Gygas  boaft  thy  birth ;    4^0 
Thofe  beauteous  fields  where  Hyllus'  waves  are  roU'd, 
And  plenteous  Hermus  fwells  with  tides  of  gold. 
Are  thine  no  more — Th'  infulting  hero  faid. 
And  left  him  fleeping  in  eternal  fhade. 
The  rolling  wheels  of  Greece  the  body  tore,  4CJ 

And  dafh'd  their  axles  with  no  vulgar  gore. 

Demoleon  next,  Antenor's  offspring,  laid 
Ereathlefs  in  daft,  the  price  of  rafhnefs  paid. 
Th'  impatient  fteel,  with  full-defcending  fvvay, 
Forc'd  through  his  brazen  helm  its  furious  way ;     46a 
P.efiftlefs  drove  the  batter'd  fkull  before. 
And  dafn'd  and  mingled  all  the  brains  with  gore. 
This  fees  Hippodamas,  and,  feiz'd  with  fright, 
Deferts  his  chariot  for  a  fwifter  flight : 
'The  lance  arrefts  him  :  an  ignoble  wound  46 r 

The  panting  Trojan  rivets  to  the  ground. 
He  groans  away  his  foul :  not  louder  roars. 
At  Neptune's  Ihrinc  on  Helice's  high  fhores. 
The  viftira bull:  the  rocks  rebellow  round. 
And  Ocean  liftens  to  the  grateful  found,  4^0 

Then  fell  on  Polydor^  his  vengeful  rage. 
The  youngeft  hope  of  Priam's  (looping  age 
(Whofe  feet  for  fwiftnefs  in  the  race  furpait] ; 
Of  all  his  fons,  tlie  dearell,  and  the  laft. 

To 
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To  the  forbidden  field  he  takes  his  flight  475 

In  the  firft  folly  of  a  youthful  knight. 
To  vaunt  his  fwiftncfs,  wheels  around  the  plain, 
But  vaunts  not  long,  with  all  his  fwiftnefs  flain. 
Struck  where  the  crofling  belts  unite  behind. 
And  golden  rings  the  double  back-plate  join'd  :       480 
Forth  through  the  navel  burft  the  thrilling  fteel ; 
And  on  his  knees  with  piercing  fhrieks  he  fell ; 
The  ru(hing  entrails  pour'd  upon  the  ground 
His  hands  colleft  ;  and  darknefs  wraps  him  round. 
When  Heftor  vievv'd,  all  ghaftly  in  his  gore,  485 

Thusfadly  flain,  th'  unhappy  Polydore, 
A  cloud  of  forrow  overcall  his  fight ; 
His  foul  no  longer  brook'd  the  diftant  fight. 
Full  in  Achilles'  dreadful  front  he  tame. 
And  fliook  his  javelin  like  a  waving  flame.  4go. 

The  fon  of  Peleus  fees,  with  joy  pofieft. 
His  heart  high-bounding  in  his  rifing  breaft  : 
And,  lo !  the  man,  on  whom  black  fates  attend ; 
The  man,  that  flew  Achilles,  in  his  friend ! 
No  more  fliall  Heftor's  and  Pelides'  fpear  49^ 

Turn  from  each  other  in  the  walks  of  war — 
Then  with  revengeful  eyes  he  fcann'd  him  o'er  : 
Come,  and  receive  thy  fate !  He  fpake  no  more. 

Heftor,  undaunted,  thus:     Such  words  employ 
To  one  that  dreads  thee,  fome  unwarlike  boy  :         ^OQ 
Such  we  could  give,  defying  and  defy'd. 
Mean  intercourfe  of  obloquy  and  pride ! 
I  know  thy  force  to  min?  fuperior  far; 
Eut  Heaven  aloiK  confers  fuccefs  in  war; 

0^3  Mean 
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Mean  as  I  am,  the  Gods  may  guide  my  dart,  ^oj 

And  give  it  entrance  in  a  braver  heart. 

Then  parts  the  lance :  but  Pallas'  heavenly  breath 
Far  from  Achilles  wafts  the  winged  death, 
'The  bidden  dart  again  to  Heftor  flies. 
And  at  the  feet  of  its  great  mafter  lies,  ^  lO* 

Achilles  doles  with  his  hated  foe. 
His  heart  and  eyes  with  flaming  fury  glow ; 
Eut,  prefent  to  his  aid,  Apollo  fhrouds 
The  favour'd  hero  in  a  veil  of  clouds. 
Thrice  ftriick  Pelides  with  indignant  heart,  51  ^ 

Thrice  in  impaffive  air  he  plung'd  the  dart : 
The  fpear  a  fourth  time  bury'd  in  the  cloud; 
He  foams  v/ith  fury,  and  exclaims  aloud  : 

Wretch !  thou  haft  'fcap'd  again,  once  more  thy  flight 
Has  fav'd  thee,  and  the  partial  God  of  Light.         520 
Eut  long  thou  (halt  not  thy  juft  fate  withftand. 
If  any  Power  aflift  Achilles'  hand. 
Fly  then,  inglorious!  but  thy  flight  this  day 
Whole  hecatombs  of  Trojan  ghoils  fhall  pay. 
,  With  that,  he  gluts  his  rage  on  numbers  flain :      52^ 
Then  Dryops  tumbled  to  th'  enfanguin'd  plain, 
Picrc'd  through  the  neck  :  lie  left  him  panting  there. 
And  ftopp'd  Demuchus,  great  Philc tor's  heir. 
Gigantic  chief!  deep  ga(h\i  th'  enormous  blade. 
And  for  the  foul  an  ample  pafiage  made.  530 

Laogonus  and  .Dardanus  expire. 
The  valiant  fons  of  an  unhappy  fire ; 
Both  in  one  inftant  from  the  chariot  hurl'd. 
Sunk  in  one  ioftant  totbe  nether  world; 

This 
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This  difference  only  their  fad  fates  afford,  53  j 

That  one  the  fpear  deftroy'd,  and  one  the  fword. 

Nor  lefs  unpity'd  young  Alaftor  bleeds ; 
In  vain  his  youth,  in  vain  his  beauty,  pleads; 
In  vain  he  begs  thee  with  a  fuppHant's  moan. 
To  fpare  a  form,  an  age,  fo  like  thy  own !  54» 

Unhappy  boy !  no  prayer,  no  moving  art. 
E'er  bent  that  fierce,  inexorable  heart ! 
V^TilIe  yet  he  trembled  at  his  knees,  and  cry'd. 
The  ruthlefs  faulchion  ope'd  his  tender  fide ; 
The  panting  liver  pours  a  flood  of  gore,  ^4j^ 

That  drowns  his  bofom  till  he  pants  no  more. 

Through  Mulius'  head  then  drove  th'  impetuous  fpear. 
The  warriour  falls,  transfix'd  from  ear  to  ear. 
Thy  life,  Echeclus !  next  the  fword  bereaves. 
Deep  through  the  front  the  ponderous  faulchion  cleares; 
Warm'd  in  the  brain  the  fmoking  weapon  lies. 
The  purple  death  comes  floating  o'er  his  eyes. 
Then  brave  Deucalion  dy'd :  the  dart  was  flung 
Where  the  knit  nerves  the  pliant  elbow  ftrung  j 
He  dropt  his  arm,  an  unaffifting  weight,  ^^^ 

And  flood  all  impotent,  exped^ing  fate ; 
Full  on  his  neck  the  falling  faulchion  fped. 
From  his  broad  fhoulders  hew'd  his  crefted  head  : 
Forth  from  the  bone  the  fpinai  marrow  flies, 
A«dfunk  in  dull  the  corpfe  extended  lies.  560* 

Rhigmus,  whofe  race  from  fruitful  Thracia  came, 
(The  fon  of  Pireus,  an  illuftrious  name) 
Succeeds  to  fate :  the  fpear  his  belly  rends ; 
Prone  from  his  car  the  thundering  chief  defcendi : 
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The  fquire,  who  faw  expiring  on  the  ground  ^6^ 

His  proftrate  mafter,  rein'd  the  fteeds  around : 

His  back  fcarce  turn'd,  the  Pelian  javelin  gor'd. 

And  ftretch'd  the  fervant  o'er  his  dying  lord. 

As  when  a  flame  the  winding  valley  fills. 

And  runs  en  crackling  Ihrubs  between  the  hills;      570 

Then  o'er  the  ftubble  up  the  mountain  flies. 

Fires  the  high  woods,  and  blazes  to  the  Ikies, 

This  way  and  that  the  fpreading  torrent  roars ; 

So  fweeps  the  hero  through  the  wafted  flaores : 

Around  him  wide,  imraenfe  deftrudion  pours,         57^ 

And  earth  is  delug'd  with  the  fanguine  fhowers. 

As,  with  autumnal  harvefts  cover'd  o'er. 

And  thick  beftrown,  lies  Ceres'  facred  floor ; 

When  round  and  round,  with  never-weary'd  pain. 

The  trampling  fleers  beat  out  th*  unnumber'd  grain  : 

So  the  fierce  courfers,  as  the  chariot  rolls. 

Tread  down  whole  ranks,  andcrufli  out  heroes'  fouls. 

Dafh'd  from  their  hoofs,  while  o'er  the  dead  they  fly, 

Eiack,  bloody  drops  the fmoking  chariot  dye: 

The  fpiky  wheels  through  heaps  of  carnage  toi-e ;      58^ 

And  thick  the  groaning  axles  dropp'd  with  gore. 

High  o'er  the  fcene  of  death  Achilles  fliood. 

All  grim  with  duft,  all  horrible  in  blood  : 

Yet  ftill  infatiate,  ftill  with  rage  on  flame  j 

Such  is  the  lufl:  of  never-dying  fame !  590 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  Battle  in  the  River  Scamander. 

*rHE  Trojans  fly  before  Achilles,  fome  towards  the 
town,  others  to  the  river  Scamander  :  he  falls  upon 
_  the  latter  with  great  ilaughter ;  takes  twelve  captives 
alive,  to  facrifice  to  the  fliade  of  Patroclus:  and  kills 
Lycaon  and  Afterop^eus.  Scamander  attacks  him 
with  all  his  wa\'es ;  Neptune  and  Pallas  affift  the  hero; 
Simois  joins  Scamander;  at  length  Vulcan,  by  the 
inftigation  of  Juno,  almoft  dries  up  the  river.  This 
combat  ended,  the  other  Gods  engage  each  other. 
Meanwhile  Achilles  continues  the  Ilaughter,  drives 
the  reft  into  Troy :  Agenor  only  matfes  a  ftand,  and 
'  is  conveyed  away  in  a  cloud  by  Apollo;  who  (to  de- 
lude Achilles)  takes  upon  him  Agenor's  fhape,  and, 
while  he  purfues  him  in  that  difguife,  gives  the  Tro- 
jans an  opportunity  of  retiring  into  their  city. 

The  fame  day  continues.     The  fccne    is  on  the 
banks  and  in  the  ilream  of  Soanaander. 
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AN  D  now  to  Xanthus  gliding  ftream  they  drorc^, 
Xanthus,  immortal  progeny  of  Jove. 
The  ri\er  here  divides  the  flying  train. 
Part  to  the  town  fly  diverfe  o'er  the  plain. 
Where  late  their  troops  triumphant  bore  the  fight :      ^ 
Now  chac'd,  and  trembling  in  ignoble  flight 
(Thefe  with  a  gather'd  mift  Saturnia  llirouds, 
And  rolls  behind  the  rout  a  heap  of  clouds). 
Part  plunge  into  the  ftream:  old  Xanthus  roars. 
The  flaihing  billows  beat  the  whitcn'd  fhorei :  lO 

With  cries  promifcuous  all  the  banks  refound  ;  J 

And  here,  aiid  there,  in  eddies  whirling  round,        ^ 
The  flouncing  Iteedsandfnriekingwarrioursdrown'd.-J 
As  the  fcorch'd  locults  from  their  fields  retire, 
Vv  hile  faft  behind  them  runs  the  biaze  of  fire ;  i  ^ 

briv'nfrom  the  land  before  thefmoky  cloud. 
The  cluftcring  legions  rulh  into  the  flood  : 
So,  plung'd  in  Xanthus  by  Achilles'  force. 
Roars  the  refounding  furge  with  men.  and  horfe. 
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His  bloody  lance  the  hero  calls  afide  20 

{Which  fpreading  tamarilks  on  the  margin  hide)  j 
Then,  like  a  God,  the  rapid  billows  braves, 
Arm'd  with  his  fword  high-brandifh'd  o'er  the  waves : 
Now  down  he  plunges,  now  he  whirls  it  round. 
Deep  groan'd  the  waters  with  the  dying  found;        25 
Repeated  wounds  the  reddening  river  dy'd. 
And  the  warm  purple  circled  on  the  tide. 
Swift  through  the  foamy  flood  the  Trojans  fly, 
And  clofe  in  rocks  or  winding  caverns  lie  : 
So,  the  huge  Dolphin  tempefling  the  main,  39' 

In  flioals  before  him  fly  the  fcaly  train, 
Confus'dly  heap'd  they  feek  their  inmoft  caves. 
Or  pant  and  heave  beneath  the  floating  waves. 
Now,  tir'd  with  flaughter,  from  the  Trojan  band 
Twelve  chofen  youths  he  drags  alive  to  land ;  3  j 

With  their  rich  belts  their  captive  arms  conftrains 
(l.ate  their  proud  ornaments,  but  now  their  chains). 
Thefe  his  attendants  to  the  fhips  convey'd. 
Sad  viftims !  deflin'd  to  Patroclus'  fliade. 
'  Then,  as  once  more  he  plung'd  amid  the  flood,    40 
The  young  Lycaon  in  his  paflage  flood. 
The  fon  of  Priam  ;  whom  the  hero's  hand 
But  late  made  captive  in  his  father's  land 
(Asfrom  afycamore,  his  founding  fteel 
Lopp'd  the  green  arms  to  fpoke  a  chariot  wheel] ;       4  J 
To  Lemnos  ifle  he  fold  the  royal  flave. 
Where  Jafon's  fon  the  price  demanded  gave  ; 
But  kind  Eetion  touching  on  the  fliore. 
The  ranfom'd  prince  to  fair  Ariflae  bore. 

Tcti 


ILIAD,    Book  XXI.  «3f 

Ten  days  were  paft,  fince  in  his  father's  reign  50 

He  felt  the  fweets  of  liberty  again  ; 
The  next,  that  God  whom  men  in  vain  withftand. 
Gives  the  fame  youth  to  the  fame  conquering  hand ; 
Nov7  never  to  return  !  and  doom'd  to  go 
A  fadder  journey  to  the  (hades  below.  5^ 

His  well-known  face  when  great  Achilles  ey'd 
(The  helm  and  vifor  he  had  caft  afide 
With  wild  affright,  and  dropp'd  upon  the  field 
His  ufelefs  lance  and  unavailing  fhield) 
As,  trembling,  panting,  from  the  ftream  he  fled,      6o» 
And  knock'd  his  faultering  knees,  the  hero  faid  : 

Ye  mighty  Gods !  what  wonders  ftrike  my  view ! 
Is  it  in  vain  our  conquering  arms  fubdue  ? 
Sure  I  (hall  fee  yon  heaps  of  Trojans  kill'd. 
Rife  from  the  (hades,  and  brave  me  on  the  field :        6^ 
As  now  the  captive,  whom  fo  late  I  bound 
And  fold  to  Lemnos,  ftalks  on  Trojan  ground! 
Not  him  the  fea's  unmeafur'd  deeps  detain. 
That  bar  fuch  numbers  from  their  native  plain  : 
Lo!  he  returns.     Try,  then,  my  flying  fpear!  7a 

Try,  if  the  grave  can  hold  the  wanderer ; 
If  earth  at  length  this  aftive  prince  can  feize. 
Earth,  whofe  ftrong  grafp  has  held  down  Hercules. 

Thus  while  he  fpake,  the  Trojan  pale  with  fears 
Approach'd,  and  fought  his  knees  with  fuppliant  teari  j 
Loth  as  he  was  to  yield  his  youthful  breath. 
And  his  foul  (hivering  at  th'  approach  of  death, 
Achilles  rais'd  the  fpear,  prepar'd  to  wound  ; 
He  kifs'd  his  feet,  extended  on  the  ground: 

2  And 
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And  while,  above,  the  fpear  fufpended  flood.  So' 

Longing  to  dip  its  thirfty  point  in  blood. 
One  hand  embrac'd  them  clofe,  one  ftopt  the  dart, 
While  thus  thefe  melting  words  attempt  his  heart ; 

Thy  well-known  captive,  great  Achilles  1  fee. 
Once  more  Lycaon  trembles  at  thy  knee,  S5 

Some  pity  to  a  fiippliant's  name  afford. 
Who  ftiar'd  the  gifts  of  Ceres  at  thy  board ; 
Whom  late  thy  conquering  arm  to  Lemnos  bore, 
Far  from  his  father,  friends,  and  native  fhorCj 
A  hundred  oxen  were  his  price  that  day,  90 

Now  fums  immenfe  thy  mercy  ftiall  repay. 
Scajce  refpited  from  woes  I  yet  appear. 
And  fcarce  twelve  morning  funs  have  feen  Tne  herej 
Lo  !  Jove  again  fubmits  me  to  thy  hands. 
Again,  her  viftim  cruel  Fate  demands  I  ij  " 

I  fprungfrom  Priam  and  Laothoe  fair 
(Old  Ake's  daughter,  and  Lelegia's  heir  5 
Who  held  in  Pedafus  his  fam'd  abode, 
And  rul'd  the  fields  where  filver  Satnio  flow'd]; 
•Two  fons  (alas !  unhappy  fons)  Ihe  bore  :  1 00  1 

For,  ah !  one  fpear  fhall  drink  each  brother's  gore,       \ 
And  I  fucceed  to  flaughter'd  Polydore.  ^ 

How  from  that  arm  of  terrour  fhall  I  fly  ? 
Som,e  dxmon  urges  !  'tis  my  doom  to  die ! 
If  every  yet  foft  pity  touch'd  thy  mind,  IC3' 

Ah !  think  not  me  too  much  of  Heftor's  kind  ! 
Not  tbx  fame  mother  gave  thy  fuppliant  breath,. 
With  his,  who  wrought  thy  lov'd  Patroclus'  death. 

Thefe  words,  attended  with  a  (hower  of  tears. 
The  youth  addxeft  to  unrelenting  ears ;  1 1 

Talk 


ILIAD,    Book  XXL  sjji 

Talk  not  of  life,  or  ranfom,  (he  replies) 

Patroclus  dead,  whoe-vcr  meets  me  dies: 

In  vain  a  fingle  Trojan  iues  for  grace ; 

But  ieaft,  the  fons  of  Priam's  hateful  race. 

Die  then,  my  fri«nd !  what  boots  it  to  deplore  ?       1 1  ^ 

The  great,  the  good  Patroclus  is  no  more ! 

He,  .far  thy  better,  was  foredoomed  to  die, 

'*  And  thou,  doft  thou  bewail  mortality  r" 

Seeft  thou  not  me,  whom  nature's  gifts  adorn> 

Sprung  from  a  hero,  from  a  Goddefs  born ;  1 2®. 

The  day  (hall  come  (which  nothing  can  avert) 

"VMien  by  the  fpear,  the  arrow,  or  the  dflixt, 

y  night  or  day,  by  force  or  by  defign, 
impending  death  and  certain  fete  are  mine. 
Die  then — he  faid  :  and,  as  the  word  lie  fpoke,      125 
The  fainting  ftripling  funk  before  the  ftroke  : 
His  hand  forgot  its  grafp,  and  left  the  fpear : 
While  all  his  trembling  frame  confeft  his  fear ; 
Sudden,  Achilles  his  broad  fword  difplay'd. 
And  buried  in  his  neck  the  reeking  blade.  130 

Prone  fell  the  youth  ;  and,  panting  on  the  land. 
The  gufhing  purple  dy'd  the  thirfty  fand  ; 
The  vidor  to  the  ftreara  the  carcafe  gave, 
And  thus  infults  him,  floating  on  the  wave : 

•Lie  there,  Lycaon !  let  the  iifh  fnrround  i  ^^ 

Thy  bloated  corpfe,  and  fuck  thy  gory  wound  : 
There  no  fad  mother  ihall  thy  funerals  weep. 
But  fwift  Scamander  roll  thee  to  the  deep, 
Whofe  every  wavefome  v/ateiy  monller  brings. 
To  feail  unpunifti'd  on  the  fat  of  kings,  140 
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So  perlfh  Troy,  and  all  the  Trojan  line! 

Such  ruin  theirs,  and  fuch  compaffion  mine. 

What  boots  you  now  Scamander's  worfhip'd  ftream. 

His  earthly  honours,  and  immortal  name? 

In  vain  your  immolated  bulls  are  flain,  14^ 

Your  living  courfers  glut  his  gulphs  in  vain  : 

Thus  he  rewards  you,  with  this  bitter  fate; 

Thus,  till  the  Grecian  vengeance  is  compleat ; 

Thus  is  aton'd  Patroclus'  honour'd  fhade. 

And  the  (hort  abfence  of  Achilles  paid.  1 50 

Thefe  boaftful  words  provoke  the  raging  God ; 
With  fury  fwells  the  violated  flood. 
What  means  divine  may  yet  the  Power  employ. 
To  check  Achilles,  and  to  refcue  Troy  ? 
Meanwhile  the  hero  fprings  in  arms,  to  dare  155 

The  great  Afteropeus  to  mortal  war ; 
The  fon  of  Pelagon,  vvhofe  lofty  Hue 
Flows  from  the  fource  of  Axis,  ftream  divine  ! 
(Fair  Peribsea's  love  the  God  had  crown'd. 
With  all  his  refluent  waters  circled  round).  160 

On  hira  Achilles  rufli'd  :  he  fearlefs  flood. 
And  fhook  two  fpears,  advancing  from  the  flood; 
The  flood  impell'd  him,  on  Pelides'  head 
T'  avenge  his  waters  chok'd  with  heaps  of  dead. 
Near  as  they  drew,  Achilles  thus  began  :  16^ 

What  art  thoii,  boldeft  of  the  race  of  man  ? 
Who,  or  from  whence  ?  Unhappy  is  the  fire 
Whofe  fon  encounters  our  refiftlefs  ire. 

O  fon  of  Peleus  !  what  avails  to  trace 
fReply'd  the  warriour)  our  illuftrious  race?  170 

From 
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From  rich  Pasonia's  valleys  I  command, 
Arm'd  with  portended  fpears,  my  native  band  ; 
Now  {hines  the  tenth  bright  morning  fmce  I  came 
In  aid  of  Ilion  to  the  fields  of  fame: 
Axius,  who  fwells  with  all  the  neighbouring  rills,    i-j ^ 
And  wide  around  the  floated  region  fills, 
Begot  my  fire,  whofe  fpear  fuch  glory  won : 
Now  lift  thy  arm,  and  try  that  hero's  fon  ! 

Threatening  he  faid  :  the  hoflile  chiefs  advance  ; 
At  once  Afteropeus  difcharg'd  each  lance  i  Ro 

(For  both  his  dexterous  hands  the  lance  could  weilu) 
One  ftruck,  but  pierc'd  not  the  Vulcanian  fnield  ; 
One  raz'd  Achilles'  hand  :  the  fpouting  blood 
Spun  forth,  in  earth  the  fallen'd  weapon  ftood. 
Like  lightning  next  the  Pelian  javelin  flies;  i?  j 

Its  erring  fury  hifs'd  along  the  ikies; 
Deep  in  the  fwelling  bank  was  driv'n  the  fpear, 
Ev'n  to  the  middle  earth'd  ;  and  quiver'd  there. 
Then  from  his  fide  the  fword  Pelides  drew. 
And  on  his  foe  with  doubled  fury  flew.  igo 

The  foe  thrice  tugg'd,  and  fliook  the  rooted  wood  ; ' 
Repulfiv^e  of  his  might  the  weapon  ftood : 
The  fourth,  he  tries  to  break  the  fpear,  in  vain  ; 
Bent  as  he  ftands,  he  tumbles  to  the  plain  ; 
His  belly  open'd  with  a  ghaftly  wound,  j^^ 

The  reeking  entrails  pour  upon  the  ground. 
Beneath  the  hero's  feet  he  panting  lies. 
And  his  eye  darkens,  and  his  fpirit  flies : 
While  the  proud  vidor  thus  triumphing  faid. 
His  radiant  armour  tearing  fcom  the  dead  ;  200 
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So  ends  thy  glory!     Such  the  fate  they  provf, 
Whio  llrive  prefumptuous  with  the  fons  of  Jove. 
Sprung  from  a  river,  didft  thou  boaft  thy  line  ? 
But  great  Saturnius  is  the  fource  of  mine. 
How  durft  thou  vaunt  thy  watery  progeny  ?  205 

Of  Peleus,  ^.acus,  and  Jove,  ami; 
Tlie  race  of  thefe  fuperior  far  to  thofe, 
.As  he  that  thunders  to  the  ftream  that  flows. 
What  rivers  can,  Scamandef  might  have  fhown  ; 
But  Jove  he  dreiids,  nor  wars  againft  his  fon,  210 

Kv'n  Achelous  might  contend  in  vain. 
And  all  the  roaring  billows  of  the  main. 
Th'  eternal  ocean,  from  whofe  fountains  flow 
The  feas,  the  rivers,  and  the  fprings  below. 
The  thundering  voice  of  Jove  abhors  to  hear,  21  j 

And  in  his  deep  abyfles  fhakcs  with  fear. 

He  faid  ;  then  from  tlie  bank  his  javelin  tore. 
And  left  the  breathlefs  warriour  in  his  gore. 
The  lioating  tides  the  bloody  carcafe  lave. 
And  beat  again!!:  it,  wave  fucceeding  wave  ;  220 

Till,  roll'd  between  the  banks,  it  lies  the  food 
Of  curlinsr  eels,  and  fifhes  of  the  flood. 
All  fcatter'd  round  the  ftream  (their  mightieft  flain) 
Th'  amaz'd  Psonians  fcour  along  the  plain  : 
]  te  vents  his  fury  on  the  flying  crew,  225 

Thrafius,  Aftypylus,  and  Mnefius  flew; 
Mydon,  Therfilochus,  with  ^Enius  fell ; 
And  numbers  more  his  lance  had  plung'd  to  hell ; 
But  from  the  bottom  of  his  gulphs  profound, 
Scamander  fpoke ;  the  fliores  return 'd  the  found  ;      2  30 
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O  firfl:  of  mortals  !  (for  the  Gods  are  thine) 
In  valour  matchlefs,  and  in  force  divine  ! 
If  Jove  have  given  thee  every  Trojan  head, 
'Tis  not  on  me  thy  rage  fhould  heap  the  dead. 
See!  my  chok'd  llreams  no  more  their  courfe  can  keep. 
Nor  roll  their  wonted  tribute  to  the  deep. 
Turn,  then,  impetuous!  from  our  injur'd  flood  ; 
Content,  thy  flaughters  could  amaze  a  God. 

In  human  form  confefs'd  before  his  eyes. 
The  river  thus ;  and  thus  the  chief  replies :  2  40 

O  facred  ftream!  thy  word  we  fhail  obey ; 
But  not  till  Troy  the  deftin'd  vengeance  pay  : 
Not  till  within  her  towers  the  perjur'd  train 
Shall  pant,  and  tremble  at  our  arms  again  : 
Not  till  proud  Heftor,  guardian  of  her  wall,  7^  ; 

Or  ftain  this  lance,  or  fee  Achilles  fall. 

He  faid ;  and  drove  with  fury  on  the  foe. 
Then  to  the  Godhead  of  the  filver  bow 
The  yellow  flood  began  :  O  Son  of  Jove  ! 
Was  not  the  mandate  of  the  Sire  above  2  ■  j 

Full  and  exprefs  ?  that  Phtrbus  fhould  emplov 
His  facred  arrows  in  defence  of  Troy, 
And  make  her  conquer,  till  Hyperion's  fall 
In  awful  darknefs  hide  the  face  of  all  ? 

He  fpoke  in  vain — the  chief  without  difmnv         2  :  a; 
Ploughs  through  the  boiling  furge  his  defperate  war. 
Then,  rifing  in  his  rage  above  the  fhores. 
From  all  his  deep  the  bellowing  river  roars. 
Huge  heaps  of  flain  difgorges  on  the  coaft. 
And  round  the  banks  the  ghafth-  dea.l  are  to^l.         260 
Rz     '  VshWf. 
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While  all  before,  the  billows  rang'd' on  high 
(A  watery  bulwark)  fkreen  the  bands  who  fly. 
Now  burfting  on  his  head  with  thundering  found. 
The  falling  deluge  whelms  the  hero  round  : 
His  loaded  (hield  bends  to  the  rufhing  tide ;  265 

His  feet,  upborn,  fcarce  the  ftrong  flood  divide, 
Sliddering,  and  ftaggering.     On  the  border  ftood 
A  fpreadingelm,  that  overhung  the  flood  ; 
He  feiz'd  a  bending  bough,  his  fteps  to  ftay  ; 
The  plant,  uprooted,  to  his  weight  gave,  270 

Heaving  the  bank,  and  undermining  all ; 
Loud  flafli  the  waters  to  the  rufhing  fall 
Of  the  thick  foliage.     The  large  trunk  difplay'd 
Bridg'd  tlje  rough  flood  acrofs  :  the  hero  ftay'd 
On  this  his  weight,  and,  rais'd  upon  his  hand,         27  J 
Leap'd  from  the  channel,  and  regain'd  the  land. 
Then  blacken'd  the  wild  waves ;  the  murmur  rofe  ; 
The  God  purfues,  a  huger  billow  throws. 
And  burfts  the  bank,  ambitious  to  deftroy 
The  man  whofe  fury  is  the  fate  of  Troy.  280 

He,  like  the  warlike  eagle,  fpeeds  his  pace 
(Swifteft  and  ftrongeft  of  th'  aerial  race) 
Far  as  a  fpear  can  fly ;  Achilles  fprings 
At  every  bound  ;  his  clanging  armour  rings  : 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  turns  on  every  fide,  285 

And  winds  his  courfe  before  the  following  tide  j 
The  waves  flow  after,  wherefoe'er  he  wheels. 
And  gather  fafl:,  and  murmur  at  his  heels. 
So,  when  a  peafant  to  his  garden  brings 
Soft  rills  of  water  from  the  bubbling  fprings,  290 

And 
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And  calls  the  floods  from  high,  to  blefs  his  bowers, 
And  feed  with  pregnant  ftreams  the  plants  and  flowers ; 
Soon  as  he  clears  whate'er  their  paflage  ftaid. 
And  marks  the  future  current  with  his  fpade. 
Swift  o'er  the  rolling  pebbles,  down  the  hills,  295 

Louder  and  louder  purl  the  falling  rills; 
Before  him  fcattering,  they  prevent  his  pains. 
And  fliine  in  mazy  wanderings  o'er  the  plains. 

Still  flies  Achilles,  but  before  his  eyes 
Still  fwift  Scamander  rolls  where'er  he  flies :  300 

Not  all  his  fpeed  efcapes  the  rapid  floods ; 
The  firft  of  men,  but  not  a  match  for  Gods. 
Oft  as  he  turn'd  the  torrent  to  oppofe. 
And  bravely  try  if  all  the  Powers  were  foes ; 
So  oft  the  furge,  in  watery  mountains  fpread,  3c  j 

Beats  on  his  back,  or  burfts  upon  his  head. 
Yet  dauntlefs  ftill  the  adverfe  flood  he  braves. 
And  ftill  indignant  bounds  above  the  waves. 
I'ir'd  by  the  tides,  his  knees  relax  with  toil  ; 
Waflvd  from  beneath  him  Aides  the  flimy  foil :         3 1  ;:> 
When  thus  (his  e}'cs  on  heaven's  expanfion  thrown) 
Forth  burfts  the  hero  with  an  angry  groan  : 

Is  there  no  God  Achilles  to  befriend. 
No  Power  t'  avert  his  miferable  end  ? 
Prevent,  oh  Jove!  this  ignominious  date,  c;r- 

And  make  my  future  life  the  fport  of  Fate. 
Of  all  Heaven's  oracles  beiiev'd  in  vain. 
But  moll:  of  Thetis,  muft  her  fon  complain  ; 
By  Phcebiis'  darts  fhe  prophefied  my  fall. 
In  glqriovis  arms  before  the  Trojan  wall,  ^^c* 

R  -?  Oh  ! 
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Oh !  had  I  died  in  fields  of  battle  warm, 

Stretch'd  like  a  hero,  by  a  hero's  arm  ! 

Might  Heftor's  fpear  this  dauntlefs  bofom  rend. 

And  my  fwift  foul  o'ertake  my  llaughter'd  friend  ! 

Ah,  no!  Achilles  meets  a  fhameful  fate,  325 

Oh !  how  unworthy  of  the  brave  and  great ! 

Like  fome  vile  fwain,  whom  on  a  rainy  day, 

Croffing  a  ford,  the  torrent  fweeps  away. 

An  unregarded  carcafe,  to  the  fea. 

Neptune  and  Pallas  hade  to  his  relief,  330 

And  thus  in  human  form  addrefs  the  chief. 
The  power  of  Ocean  firft  :     Forbear  thy  fear, 
O  fon  of  Peleus!  Lo,  thy  Gods  appear! 
Behold !  from  Jove  defcending  to  thy  aid. 
Propitious  Neptune,  and  the  bluc-ey'd  Maid.  33^ 

Stay,  and  the  furious  flood  fhall  ceafe  to  rave : 
'Tis  not  tliy  fate  to  glut  his  angry  wave. 
But  thou,  the  counfel  Heaven  fuggefts,  attend  ! 
Nor  breathe  from  combat,  nor  thy  fword  fufpend. 
Till  Troy  receive  her  flying  fons,  till  all  340 

Her  routed  fquadrons  pant  behind  their  wall ; 
Heftor  alone  fliall  ftand  his  fatal  chance. 
And  Plextor's  blood  fliall  fmoke  upon  thy  lance. 
Thine  is  the  glory  doom'd.     Thus  fpake  the  Gods: 
Then  fv/ift  afeended  to  the  bright  abodes.  345 

Stung  with  new  ardour,  thus  by  Heaven  irapell'd. 
He  fprings  impetuous,  and  invades  the  field  : 
O'er  all  th'  expanded  plain  the  waters  fpread ; 
Heap'd  on  the  bounding  billows  dance  the  dead. 
Floating  'midft  fcatter'd  arms;  while  cafques  of  gold 
And  turn'd-up  biKklers  glittered  as  they  roll'd. 

High 
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High  o'er  the  furging  tide,  by  leaps  and  bounds. 
He  wades  and  mounts ;  the  parted  wave  refounds. 
Not  a  whole  river  ftops  the  hero's  courfe. 
While  Pallas  fills  him  with  immortal  force.  35 J 

With  equal  rage,  indignant  Xanthus  roars. 
And  lifts  his  billows,  and  o'erwhelms  his  fliores. 

Then  thus  to  Simois  :  Hafle,  my  brother  flood  ! 
And  check  this  mortal,  that  controls  a  God  : 
Our  braveft  heroes  elfe  fliall  quit  the  fight,  360 

And  Ilion  tumble  from  her  towery  height. 
Call  then  thy  fubjeft  ftreams,  and  bid  them  roar. 
From  all  thy  fountains  fwell  thy  watery  ftore. 
With  broken  rocks,  and  with  a  load  of  dead. 
Charge  the  black  furge,  and  pour  it  on  his  head.     36J 
Mark  how  refiftlefs  through  the  floods  he  goes. 
And  boldly  bids  the  warring  Gods  be  foes! 
But  nor  that  force,  nor  form  divine  to  fight. 
Shall  aught  avail  him,  if  our  rage  unite  : 
Whelm'd  under  our  dark  gulphs  thofearms  fhall  lie. 
That  blaze  fo  dreadful  in  each  Trojan  eye ; 
And  deep  beneath  a  fandy  mountain  hurl'd, 
Immers'd  remain  this  terrour  of  the  world. 
Such  ponderous  ruin  fliall  confound  the  place. 
No  Greek  (hall  ere  his  perifli'd  relicks  grace,  -^  7  , 

No  hand  his  bones  fliali  gather,  or  inhume; 
Thefe  his  cold  rites,  and  this  his  watery  tomb. 

Hefaid;  and  on  the  chief  defcends  amain, 
Increas'd  with  gore,  and  fwelling  with  the  flain. 
Then  murmuring  from  his  beds,  he  boils,  he  raves. 
And  a  foam  whitens  on  the  purple  waves : 

R  4  At 
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At  every  ftep,  before  Achilles  flood 
The  crimfon  furge,  and  delug'd  him  with  blood. 
Fear  touch'd  the  Queen  of  Heaven  :  fhe  faw  difmav'd. 
She  caird  aloud,  and  fummon'd  Vulcan's  aid  :        385 

Rife  to  the  war!  th'  infulting  flood  requires 
Thy.wafteful  arm  :  aflemble  all  thy  fires ! 
While  to  their  aid,  by  our  command  enjoin'd, 
Rufli  the  (wift  eaftern  and  the  weftern  wind  . 
Thefe  from  old  Ocean  at  my  word  fliall  blow,        390 
Pour  the  red  torrent  on  the  watery  foe, 
Corpfes  and  arms  to  one  bright  ruin  turn. 
And  biffing  rivers  to  their  bottoms  burn. 
Go,  mighty  in  thy  rage  !  difplay  thy  power. 
Drink  the  whole  flood,  the  crackling  trees  devour,  595 
Scorch  all  the  banks !  and  (till  our  voice  reclaim) 
Exert  th'  unwearied  furies  of  the  flame ! 

The  Power  ignipotent  her  word  obeys : 
Wide  o'er  the  plain  he  pours  the  boundlefs  blaze ; 
At  once  confunies  the  dead,  and  dries  the  foil,        400 
And  the  flirunk  waters  in  their  channel  boil. 
As  when  autumnal  Boreas  fweeps  the  Iky, 
And  inftant  blows  the  water'd  gardens  dry  : 
So  look'd  the  field,  fo  whiten'd  was  the  ground, 
While  Vulcan  breath'd  the  fiery  blaft  around.  4.05 

Swift  on  the  fedgy  reeds  the  ruin  preys; 
Along  the  the  margin  winds  the  running  blaze : 
The  trees,  in  flaming  rows  to  aflies  turn. 
The  flowery  lotos  and  the  tamarilk  burn. 
Broad  elm,  and  cyprefs  rifing  in  a  fpire;  410 

The  watery  willows  hifs  before  the  fire. 

Now 
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Now  glow  the  waves,  thefifhes  pant  for  breath. 

The  eels  lie  twilling  in  the  pangs  of  death  : 

Now  flounce  aloft,  now  dive,  the  fcaly  fry. 

Or,  gafping,  turn  their  bellies  to  the  (ky.  41^ 

At  length  the  river  rear'd  his  languid  head. 

And  thus,  fhort-panting,  to  the  God  he  faid  : 

Oh,  Vulcan !  oh !  what  power  refifts  thy  might  ? 
I  faint,  I  fink,  unequal  to  the  fight — 
I  yield — Let  Ilion  fall,  if  Fate  decree;  42© 

Ah — bend  no  more  thy  fiery  arms  on  me! 

He  ceas'd ;  wide  conflagration  blazing  round ; 
The  bubbling  waters  yield  a  hiffing  found. 
As  when  the  flames  beneath  a  caldron  rife. 
To  melt  the  fat  of  fome  rich  facrifice,  42  c 

Amid  the  fierce  embrace  of  circling  fires 
The  waters  foam,  the  heavy  fmoke  afpires : 
So  boils  th'  imprifon'd  flood,  forbid  to  flow. 
And,  chok'd  with  vapours,  feels  his  bottom  glow. 
To  Juno  then,  imperial  Queen  of  Air,  j^© 

The  burning  river  fends  his  earneft  prayer: 

Ah,  why,  Saturnia !  muft  thy  fon  engage 
Me,  only  me,  with  all  his  wafteful  rage  ? 
On  other  Gods  his  dreadful  arm  employ. 
For  mightier  Gods  affert  the  caufe  of  Troy.  ^j^ 

Submiflive  I  defift,  if  thou  command  ; 
But,  ah !  withdraw  this  all-deftroying  hand. 
Hear  then  my  folemn  oath,  to  yield  to  Fate 
Unaided  Ilion,  and  her  deflin'd  ftate. 
Till  Greece  Ihall  gird  her  vAth  deilrui'^ive  flame,     440 
And  in  one  ruin  fink  the  Trojan  name»  ' 

2  His 
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His  warm  intreaty  touch'd  Saturnia's  ear : 
She  bade  th'  Ignipotent  his  rage  forbear. 
Recall  the  flame,  nor  in  a  mortal  caufe 
Infeft  a  God:  th'  obedient  flame  withdraws:  4^5 

Again,  the  branching  ftreams  begin  to  fpread. 
And  foft  re-murmur  in  their  wonted  bed. 

While  thefe  by  Juno's  will  the  ftrife  refign. 
The  warring  Gods  in  fierce  contention  join  : 
.  Re-kindling  rage  each  heavenly  breaft  alarms ;         450 
With  horrid  clangor  fhock'd  th'  aetherial  arms : 
Heaven  in  loud  thunder  bids  the  trumpet  found  ; 
And  wide  beneath  them  groans  the  rending  ground. 
Jove,  as  his  fport,  the  dreadful  fcene  defcries. 
And  views  contending  Gods  with  carelefs  eyes.       455 
The  Power  of  Battles  lifts  his  brazen  fpear. 
And  firft  affaults  the  radiant  Queen  of  War  : 

What  mov'd  thy  madnefs  thus  to  difunite 
^therial  minds,  and  mix  all  Heaven  in  fight  ? 
What  wonder  this,  when  in  thy  frantic  mood  460 

Thou  drov'ft  a  mortal  to  infult  a  God  ? 
Thy  impious  hand  Tydides'  javelin  bore. 
And  madly  bath'd  it  in  celeftial  gore. 

He  fpoke,  and  fmote  the  loud-refounding  fhield. 
Which  bears  Jove's  thunder  on  its  dreadful  field ;        46^ 
The  adamantine  segis  of  her  fire. 
That  turns  the  glancing  bolt  and  forked  fire. 
Then  heav'd  the  Goddefs  in  her  mighty  hand 
A  ftone,  the  limit  of  the  neighbouring  land. 
There  fix'd  from  eldell  times;  black,  craggy,  vait : 
This  at  the  heavenly  homicide  fhe  call. 

Thundering 
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Thundering  he  falls,  a  mafs  of  monftrous  fize; 
And  feven  broad  acres  covers  as  he  lies. 
The  ftunning  itrolce  his  ftubborn  nerves  unbound  ; 
Loud  o'er  the  fields  his  ringing  arms  rcfound  :         47  j 
The  fcornful  dame  her  conqueil  views  with  fmiles. 
And,  glorying,  thus  the  proftrate  God  reviles : 

Haft  thou  not  yet,  infatiate  fury  !  known 
How  far  Minerva's  force  tranfcends  thy  own  ? 
Juno,  whom  thou  rebellious  dareft  withftand,  4S0 

Correfts  thy  folly  thus  by  Pallas'  hand  ; 
Thus  meets  thy  broken  faith  with  juft  difgrace. 
And  partial  aid  to  Troy's  perfidious  race. 

The  Goddefs  fpoke,  and  turn'd  her  eyes  away. 
That,  beaming  round,  diffus'd  celeftial  day,  ^%^ 

Jove's  Cyprian  daughter,  (looping  on  the  land. 
Lent  to  the  wounded  God  her  tender  hand  : 
Slowly  he  rifes,  fcarcely  breathes  with  pain. 
And,  propt  on  her  fair  arm,  forfakes  the  plain. 
This  the  bright  Emprefs  of  the  heavens  furvey'd,    400 
And,  fcoffing,  thus  to  War's  viftcrions  Maid: 

Lo !  what  an  aid  on  Mars's  fide  is  feen  ! 
The  Smiles'  and  Loves'  unconquerable  Queen! 
Mark  with  what  infolence,  in  open  view. 
She  moves:  let  Pallas,  if  (he  dares,  parfue.  495 

Minerva  fmiling  heard,  the  pair  o'ertook. 
And  lliohtly  on  her  breaft  the  wanton  ftrook  : 
She,  unrefifting,  fell  (her  fpirits  fled) ; 
On  earth  together  lay  the  lovers  fpread  ; 
And  like  thefe  heroes,  be  the  fate  of  all  500 

(Minerva  cries]  who  guard  the  Trojan  wall ! 

To 
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To  Grecian  Gods  fuch  let  the  Phrygians  be. 

So  dread,  fo  fierce,  as  Venus  is  to  me; 

Then  from  the  lovveft  ftone  fhall  Troy  be  mov'd^ 

Thus  fhe ;  and  Juno  with  a  fmile  approv'd.  ^o^ 

Meantime,  to  mix  in  more  than  mortal  fight. 
The  God  of  Ocean  dares  the  God  of  Light : 
What  floth  hath  feiz'd  us,  when  the  fields  around 
Ring  with  confliding  powers,  and  heaven  returns  the 

found  ? 
Shall,  ignominious,  we  with  fhame  retire,  510 

No  deed  perform'd,  to  our  Olympian  Sire  ? 
Come,  prove  thy  arm!  for  firft  the  war  to  wage. 
Suits  not  my  greatnefs,  or  fuperior  age ; 
Rafh  as  thou  art  to  prop  the  Trojan  throne  -s 

(Forgetful  of  my  wrongs,  and  of  thy  own)  5^  5  r 

And  guard  the  race  of  proud  Laomedon !  J 

Haft  thou  forgot  how,  at  the  monarch's  prayer. 
We  fhar'd  the  lengthen'd  labours  of  a  year  ? 
Troy's  wall  I  rais'd  (for  fuch  were  Jove's  commands) 
And  yon  proud  bulwarks  grew  beneath  my  hands :  520 
Thy  talk  it  was  to  feed  the  bellowing  droves 
Along  fair  Ida's  vales  and  pendent  groves. 
But  when  the  circling  feafons  in  their  train 
Brought  back  the  grateful  day  that  crown'd  our  pain. 
With  menace  ftern  the  fraudful  king  defy'd  525 

Our  latent  Godhead,  and  the  prize  deny'd  : 
Mad  as  he  was,  he  threaten'd  fervile  bands. 
And  doom'd  us  exiles  far  in  barbarous  lands. 
Incens'd,  we  heavenward  fled  with  fwiftcft  wing. 
And  deftin'd  vengeance  on  theperjur'd  king.  530 

DM 
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Doft  thou,  for  this,  aiFord  proud  Ilion  grace. 
And  not,  like  us,  infefl  the  faithlefs  race ; 
Like  us,  their  prefent,  future  fons  deftroy. 
And  from  its  deep  foundations  heave  their  Troy  ? 

Apollo  thus :  To  combat  for  mankind,  53  j 

111  fuits  the  wifdom  of  celeftial  mind  : 
For  what  is  man  ?  Calamitous  by  birth. 
They  owe  their  life  and  nourifhmcnt  to  earth ; 
Like  yearly  leaves,  that  now,  with  beauty  crown'd. 
Smile  on  the  fun ;  now  wither  on  the  ground.  540 

To  their  own  hands  commit  the  frantic  fcene. 
Nor  mix  immortals  in  a  caufe  fo  mean. 

Then  turns  his  face,  far-beaming  heavenly  fires. 
And  from  the  fenior  Power  fubmifs  retires : 
Him,  thus  retreating,  Artemis  upbraids,  J4^ 

The  quiver'd  huntrefs  of  the  fylvan  fhades  : 

And  is  it  thus  the  youthful  Phoebus  flies. 
And  yields  to  Ocean's  hoary  Sire  the  prize  ? 
How  vain  that  martial  pomp  and  dreadful  fhow 
Of  pointed  arrows,  and  the  filver  bow  !  ^^o 

Now  boail  no  more,  in  yon  celeftial  bower. 
Thy  force  can  match  the  great  earth- fhaking  Power.- 

Silent,  he  heard  the  Queen  of  Woods  upbraid  : 
Not  fo  Saturnia  bore  the  vaunting  maid ; 
But  furious  thus:  What  infolence has  driven  ^^^ 

Thy  pride  to  face  the  Majefty  of  Heaven  ? 
What  though,  by  Jove  the  female  plague  defign'd. 
Fierce  to  the  feeble  rate  of  woman-kind. 
The  wretched  matron  feels  thy  piercing  dart ; 
Thy  fex's  tyrant,  with  a  tiger's  heart  ?  560 

\S  hat 
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What  though,  tremendous  in  the  wood  and  chace. 

Thy  certain  arrows  pierce  the  favage  race  ? 

How  dares  thy  rafhnefs  on  the  Powers  divine 

Employ  thofe  arms,  or  match  thy  force  with  mine  ? 

Learn  hence,  no  more  unequal  war  to  wage —         565' 

She  faid,  and  felz'd  her  wrifts  with  eager  rage ; 

Thefe  in  her  left  hand  lock'd,  her  right  unty'd 

The  bow,  the  quiver,  and  its  plumy  pride. 

About  her  temples  flies  the  bufy  bow; 

Now  here,  now  there,  flie  winds  her  from  the  blow  j 

The  fcattering  arrows,  rattling  from  the  cafe. 

Drop  round,  and  idly  mark  the  dufty  place. 

Swift  from  the  field  the  baffled  huntrefs  flies. 

And  fcarce  retains  the  torrent  in  her  eyes  : 

So,  when  the  falcon  wings  her  way  above,  57  5 

To  the  cleft  cavern  fpeeds  the  gentle  dove, 

(Not  fated  yet  to  die)  there  fafe  retreats. 

Yet  ftill  her  heart  againft  the  marble  beats. 

To  her,  Latona  hafles  v»ith  tender  care. 
Whom  Hermes  viewing,  thus  declines  the  war :       5S0 
How  fhall  I  face  the  dame,  who  gives  delight 
To  him  V,  uofe  thunders  blacken  heaven  with  night  ? 
Go,  matchlefs  Goddefs !  triumph  in  the  fkies. 
And  boafl:  my  conqueft,  while  I  yield  the  prize, 

Hefpoke;  andpaft:  Latona,  Hooping  low,        585 
CoUeds  the  fcatter'd  Ihafts,  and  fallen  bo'v. 
That,  glittering  on  the  dull,  lay  here  and  there ; 
Diihonour'd  rclicks  of  Diana's  war. 
Then  fwift  purfued  her  to  the  blcft  abode. 
Where  all-confus'd  Ihe  fought  the  Sovereign  God ;   590 

Weeping 
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Weeping  fhe  grafp'd  his  knees :  th'  ambrofial  vefl 
Shook  with  her  fighs,  and  panted  on  her  breaft. 

The  Sire  fuperior  fmil'd  ;  and  bade  her  fhow 
What  heavervly  hand  had  caus'd  his  daughter's  woe? 
Abafh'd,  flie  names  his  own  Imperial  fpoufe ;  595 

And  the  pale  crefcent  fades  upon  her  brows. 

Thus  they  above  :  while  fwiftly  gliding  down, 
Apollo  enters  Ilion's  facred  town  : 
The  Guardian  God  now  trembled  for  her  wall. 
And  fear'd  the  Greeks,  though  Fate  forbade  her  fall. 
Back  to  Olympus,  from  the  war's  alarms. 
Return  the  (hining  bands  of  Gods  in  arms ; 
Some  proud  in  triumph,  fome  with  rage  on  fire ; 
And  take  their  thrones  around  th'  astherial  Sire, 

Through  blood,  through  death,  Achilles  ftill  proceeds. 
O'er  llau^hter'd  heroes,  and  o'er  rolling  fteeds. 
As  when  avenging  flames,  with  fury  driven 
On  guilty  towns,  exert  the  wrath  of  Heaven  ; 
The  pale  inhabitants,  fome  fall,  fome  fly; 
And  the  red  vapours  purple  all  the  fky  :  610 

So  rag'd  Achilles;  death  and  dire  difmay. 
And  toils,  and  terrours,  fill'd  the  dreadful  day. 

High  on  a  turret  hoary  Priam  ftands. 
And  marks  the  wafte  of  his  deftrudive  hands  ; 
Views,  from  his  arm,  the  Trojans'  fcatter'd  flight,  615 
And  the  near  hero  rifing  on  his  fight ! 
No  ftep,  no  check,  no  aid !     With  feeble  pace. 
And  fettled  fcrrow  on  his  aged  face. 
Fall  as  he  could,  he  fighing  quits  the  walls ; 
And  thus,  defcending,  on  the  guards  he  calls:       620 

Yoa, 
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You,  to  whofe  care  our  city-gates  belong. 
Set  wide  your  portals  to  the  flying  throng : 
For  lo !  he  comes,  with  unrefifted  fvvay  ; 
He  comes,  and  defolation  marks  his  way ! 
Biit  when  within  the  walls  our  troops  take  breath,     62 y 
Lock  faft  the  brazen  bars,  and  fhut  out  death. 
Thus  charg'd  the  reverend  monarch  :  wide  were  flung 
The  opening  folds ;  the  founding  hinges  rung, 
Phoebus  rufli'd  forth,  the  flying  bands  to  meet ; 
Struck  flaughter  back,  and  cover 'd  the  retreat.        630 
On  heaps  the  Trojans  croud  to  gain  the  gate. 
And,  gladfome,  fee  their  laft  efcape  from  Fate. 
Thither,  all  parch'd  with  thirfl:,  a  heartlefs  train. 
Hoary  with  duft,  they  beat  the  hollow  plain  : 
And  gafping,  panting,  fainting,  labour  on  6$^ 

With  heavier  ftrides,  that  lengthen  tow'rd  the  town. 
Enrag'd  Achilles  follows  v.'ith  his  fpear ; 
Wild  with  revenge,  infatiable  of  war. 

Then  had  the  Greeks  eternal  praife  acquir'd. 
And  Troy  inglorious  to  her  walls  retir'd ;  640 

But  *  he,  the  God  who  darts  setherial.  flame. 
Shot  down  to  fave  her,  and  redeem  her  fame. 
To  young  Agenor  force  divine  he  ga\e 
(Antenor's  offspring,  haughty,  bold,  and  brave) ; 
In  aid  of  him,  befide  the  beach  he  fate,  645 

And,  wrapt  in  clouds,  reftrain'd  the  hand  of  Fate. 
When  now  the  generous  youth  Achilles  fples. 
Thick  beats  his  heart,  the  troubled  motions  rife. 
(So,  ere  a  ftorm,  the  waters  heave  and  roll) ; 
He  ftops,  and  c^yeftions  thus  his  naighty  foul :  650 

What, 

*  Apollo, 
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What,  (hall  I  fly  this  terrour  of  the  plain  ? 
Like  others  fly,  and  be  like  others  flain  ? 
Vain  hope !  to  fhun  him  by  the  felt-fame  road 
Yon  line  of  flaiightcr'd  Trojans  lately  trod. 
No  :  with  the  common  heap  I  fcorn  to  fall —         655 
What  if  they  pafs'd  me  to  the  Trojan  wall. 
While  I  decline  to  yonder  path,  that  leads 
To  Ida's  forefts  and  furrounding  ftiades  ? 
So  may  I  reach,  conceal'd,  the  cooling  flood. 
From  my  tir'd  body  waQi  the  dirt  and  blood,        660 
As  foon  as  night  lier  duflcy  veil  extends. 
Return  in  fafety  to  my  Trojan  friends. 
What  if— But  wherefore  all  this  vain  debate  ? 
Stand  I  to  doubt,  within  the  reach  of  Fate  ? 
Ev'n  now  perhaps,  ere  yet  I  turn  the  wall,  66^ 

The  fierce  Achilles  fees  me,  and  I  fall : 
Such  is  his  fwiftnefs,  'tis  in  vain  to  fly. 
And  fuch  his  valour,  that  who  ftands  mull  die. 
Howe'er  'tis  better,  fighting  for  the  ftate. 
Here,  and  in  public  view,  to  meet  my  fate.  1670 

Yet  fare  he  too  is  mortal !  he  may  feel 
(Like  all  the  fons  of  earth)  the  force  of  fteel ; 
One  only  foul  informs  that  dreadful  frame  ; 
And  Jove's  fole  favour  gives  him  all  his  fame. 

He  faid,  and  flood  colledled  in  his  might ;         675 
And  all  his  beating  bofom  claim'd  the  fight. 
So  irom  fome  deep-grown  wood  a  panther  flarts, 
Rouz'd.  from  his  thicket  by  a  llorm  of  darts : 
Untaught  to  fear  or  fly,  he  hears  the  founds 
Of  fliouting  hunters,  and  of  clamorous  hounds ;     680 
Vol.  XLIX.  S.  Though 
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Though  ftruck,  though  wounded,  fcarce  perceives  the 

pain  ; 
And  the  barb'd  javelin  flings  his  breaft  In  vain  : 
On  their  whole  war,  untani'd,  the  favage  flies ; 
And  tears  his  hunter,  or  beneath  him  dies. 
Not  lefs  refolv'd,  Antenor's  valiant  heir  6Sf 

Confronts  Achilles,  and  awaits  the  war, 
Difdainful  of  retreat :  high-held  before. 
His  fhield,  (a  broad  circumference)  he  bore  ; 
Then,  graceful,  as  he  flood  in  aft  to  throw 
The  lifted  javelin,  thus  befpoke  the  foe :  6go 

How  proud  Achilles  glories  in  his  fame  ! 
And  hopes  this  day  to  fink  the  Trojan  name 
Beneath  her  ruins  !  Know,  that  hope  is  vain> 
A  thoufandwoes,  a  thoufand  toils,  remain. 
^Parents  and  children  our  juft  arms  employ,  6g_^ 

And  ftrong,  and  many,  are  the  fons  of  Troy. 
Great  as  thou  art,  ev'n  thou  may'ft  flain  with  gore 
Thefe  Phrygian  fields,  and  prefs  a  foreign  fhore. 
■  He  faid :  with  matchlefs  force  the  javelin  flung 
Smote  on  his  knee;  the  hollow  cuifhes  rung  700 

Beneath  the  pointed  fleel ;  but  fafe  from  harms 
He  ftands  impaflive  in  th'  astherial  arms. 
Then,  fiercely  rufhing  on  the  daring  foe. 
His  lifted  arm  prepares  the  fatal  blow  : 
But,  jealous  of  his  fame,  Apollo  fhrouds  'jo-^ 

The  God  -like  Trojan  in  a  veil  of  clouds. 
Safe  from  purfuir,  and  fhut  from  mortal  view, 
Difmifs'd  with  fame  the  favour'd  youth  withdrew. 
Meanwhile  the  God,  to  cover  their  efcape, 
Aflumes  Agenor's  habit,  voice,  an^J  fliape,.  710 

Flies 
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Flies  from  the  furious  chief  in  this  difguife  ; 
The  furious  chief  Hill  follows  where  he  flies. 
Now  o'er  the  fields  they  ftretch  with  lengthen'd  ftrides. 
Now  urge  the  courfe  where  fwift  Scamander  glides : 
The  God,  now  diftant  fcarce  a  ftride  before,         715. 
Tempts  his  purfuit,  and  wheels  about  the  fhore ; 
While  all  the  flying  troops  their  fpeed  employ. 
And  pour  on  heaps  into  the  walls  of  Troy  : 
No  ftop,  no  flay ;  no  thought  to  a(k,  or  tell. 
Who  fcap'd  by  flight,  or  who  by  battle  fell.  720 

'Twas  tumult  all,  and  violence  of  flight ; 
And  fudden  joy  confus'd,  and  mix'd  affright : 
Pale  Troy  againfl:  Achilles  Ihuts  her  gate  ; 
And  nations  breathe,  deliver'd"  from  their  fate> 
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ARGUMENT. 


The  Death  of  Hedor. 

THE  Trojans  being  fafe  within  the  walls,  Heftor 
only  ftays  to  oppofe  Achilles.  Priam  is  ftruck  at 
his  approach,  and  tries  to  perfuade  his  fon  to  re- 
enter the  town.  Hecuba  joins  her  intreaties,  but 
in  vain.  Hedlor  confults  within  "himfelf  what  mea- 
fures  to  take;  but,  at  the  ad\ance  of  Achilles,  his 
refolution  fails  him,  and  he  flies  :  Achilles  purfucs 
him  thrice  round  fhe  walls  of  Troy.  The  Gods 
debate  concerning  the  fate  of  Hcflor  ;  at  length 
Minerva  defcends  to  the  aid  of  Achilles.  She  de- 
ludes Heftor  in  the  Ihape  of  Deiphobus ;  he  ftjinds 
the  combat,  and  is  flain-  Achilles  'drags  the  dead 
body  at  liis  chariot,  in  the  fight  of  Priam  and  He- 
cuba. Their  lamentations,  tears,  and  defpair. 
Their  cries  reach  the  ears  of  Andromache,  wlio, 
ignorant  of  this,  was  retired  into  the  inner  part  of 
the  palace  ;  fhe  mounts  up  to  the  walls,  and  beholds 
her  dead  hufhand.  She  fwoons  at  the  fpedacle. 
Her  excefs  of  grief  and  lamentation. 

The  thirtieth  day  flill  continues.  The  fcene  lies  un- 
der the  walls  and  on  the  battlements  of  Troy, 
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TH  U  S  to  their  bulwarks,  fmit  with  panic  fear. 
The  herded  Illons  rufli  like  driven  deer ; 
There  fate,  they  wipe  their  briny  drops  away. 
And  drown  in  bowls  the  labours  of  the  day. 
Clofe  to  the  walls,  advancing  o'er  the  fields  5" 

Beneath  one  roof  of  well-compafted  fliields, 
March,  bending  on,  the  Greek's  embodied  powers, 
Far-ftretching  in  the  fhade  of  Trojan  towers. 
Great  Heflor  fingly  ftaid  ;  chain'd  down  by  Fate, 
There  fixt  he  ftood  before  the  Scsan  gate  ;  10 

Still  his  bold  arms  determin'd  to  employ. 
The  guardian  ftill  of  long-defended  Troy. 

Apollo  now  to  tir'd  Achilles  turns 
(The  Power  confefl  in  all  his  glory  burns). 
And  what  (he  cries)  has  Peleus'  fon  in  \icw,  15 

With  mortal  fpeed  a  Godhead  to  purfue  ? 
For  not  to  thee  to  know  the  Gods  is  given, 
UnfkiU'd  to  trace  the  latent  marks  of  Heaven. 
What  boots  thee  now,  that  Troy  forfook  the  plain  ? 
Vain  thy  paft  labour,  and  thy  prefent  vain  :  20 

Safe  in  their  walls  are  now  her  troops  beftow'd, 
While  here  thy  frantic  rage  attacks  a  God. 

S  4  Thr 
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The  chief  incens'd — Too  partial  God  of  Day  f 
To  check  my  conquefts  in  the  middle  way  : 
How  few  in  I  lion  elfe  had  refuge  found  !  2^ 

What  gafping  numbers  now  had  bit  the  ground  ! 
Thou  robb'ft  me  of  a  glory  juftly  mine. 
Powerful  of  Godhead,  and  of  fraud  divine  : 
Mean  fame,  alas!  for  one  of  heavenly  ftrain. 
To  cheat  a  mortal,  who  repines  in  vain.  ^o 

Then  to  the  city  terrible  and  ftrong. 
With  high  and  haughty  fteps  he  tower'd  along. 
So  the  proud  courfer,  vidor  of  the  prize. 
To  the  near  goal  with  double  ardour  flies : 
Him,  as  he  blazing  fhot  acrofs  the  field,  ^J 

The  careful  eyes  of  Priam  firft  beheld. 
Not  half  fo  dreadful  rifes  to  the  fight. 
Through  the  thick  gloom  of  fome  tempeftuous  night, 
Orion's  dog  (the  year  when  autumn  weighs) 
And  o'er  the  feebler  liars  exerts  his  rays ;  40 

Terrific  glory !  for  his  burning  breath 
Taints  the  red  air  with  fevers,  plagues,  and  death. 
So  fiam'd  his  fiery  mail.     Then  wept  the  fage ; 
He  ftrikes  his  reverend  head,  now  white  with  age  : 
He  lifts  his  wither'd  arms  ;  obtefts  the  (kies ;  45 

He  calls  his  much-lov'd  fon  with  feeble  cries  j 
The  fon,  refolv'd  Achilles'  force  to  dare. 
Full  at  the  Scasan  gates  expeds  the  war  ; 
While  the  fad  father  on  the  rampart  ftands. 
And  thus  adjures  him  with  extended  hands  :  501 

Ah,  ftay  not,  fl:ay  not !  guardlefs  and  alone ; 
Heftor !  my  lov'd,  my  deareft,  bravelt  fon ! 

Metliink« 
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Methinks  already  I  behold  thee  flain. 
And  ftretch'd  beneath  that  fury  of  the  plain. 
Implacable  Achilles  !  might'ft  thou  be  j^ 

To  all  the  Gods  no  dearer  than  to  me  ! 
Thee,  vultures  wild  fliould  fcatter  round  the  (hore. 
And  bloody  dogs  grow  fiercer  from  thy  gore. 
How  many  valiant  fons  I  late  enjoy'd. 
Valiant  in  vain!    by  thy  curil  arm  deftroy'd  :  60 

Or,  worfe  than  flaughter'd,  fold  in  diilant  ifles 
To  fhameful  bondage,  and  unworthy  toils. 
Two,  while  I  fpeak,  my  eyes  in  vain  explore. 
Two  from  one  mother  fprung,  my  Polydore, 
And  lov'd  Lycaon;  now  perhaps  no  more  !         65 
Oh  !  if  in  yonder  hoftile  camp  they  live. 
What  heaps  of  gold,  what  treafures,  would  I  give  ! 
(Their  grandfire's  wealth,  by  right  of  birth  their  own, 
Confign'd  his  daughter  with  Lelegia's  thronej ; 
But  if  (which  Heaven  forbid]  already  loft,  -jo 

All  pale  they  wander  on  the  Stygian  coaft. 
What  forrows  then  muft  their  fad  mother  know, 
"What  anguilh  I !  unutterable  woe  ! 
Yet  lefs  that  anguifh,  lefs  to  her,  to  me, 
Lefs  to  all  Troy,  if  not  depriv'd  of  thee.  -7^ 

Yet  (hun  Achilles !  enter  yet  the  wall ; 
And  fpare  thyfelf,  thy  father,  fpare  us  all ! 
Save  thy  dear  life  ;  or,  if  a  foul  fo  brave 
Negleft  that  thought,  thy  dearer  glory  fave. 
Pity,  while  yet  I  live,  thefe  filver  hairs  ;  80 

While  yet  thy  father  feels  the  woes  he  bears. 
Yet  curft  with  fenfe  !  a  wretch  whom  in  his  rage 
(All  trembling  on  the  verge  of  hclplefs  age} 

Great 
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Great  Jove  has  plac'd,  fad  fpeftacle  of  pain! 

The  bitter.dregs  of  Fortune's  cup  to  drain  :  Sj 

To  fill  with  fcenes  of  death  his  clofing  eyes. 

And  number  all  his  days  by  miferies ! 

My  heroes  flain,  my  bridal  bed  o'erturn'd. 

My  daughters  ravifh'd,  and  my  city  burn'd ; 

My  bleeding  infants  dafli'd  againft  the  floor.;  -99 

Thefe  I  have  yet  to  fee,  perhaps  yet  morel 

Perhaps  ev'n  1,  referv'd  by  angry  Fate 

The  laft  fad  relick  of  ray  ruin'd  ftate 

{•Dire  pomp  of  fovereign  wretchednefs  !  mull  fall. 

And  itain  the  pavement  of  my  regal  hall ;  9^ 

Where  famifh'd  dogs,  late  guardians  of  my  door. 

Shall  lick  their  mangled  matter's  fpatter'd  gore. 

Yet  for  my  fons  1  thank  you,  Gods !  'twas  well ; 

Well  have  they  perifii'd  ;  for  in  fight  they  fell. 

Who  dies  in  youth  and  vigour,  dies  the  beil,         1 00 

Struck  through  with  wounds,  all  honeft,  on  the  breaft. 

But  when  the  Fates,  in  fullnefs  of  their  rage. 

Spurn  the  hoar  head  of  unrefifting  age. 

In  dull  the  reverend  lineaments  deform. 

And  pour  to  dogs  the  life-blood  fcarcely  warm  ;   10^ 

This,  this  is  mifery !  the  laft,  the  worft:. 

That  man  can  feel ;  man,  fated  to  be  curft  ! 

He  faid  ;  and,  adling  what  no  words  could  fay. 
Rent  from  his  head  the  fiher  locks  away. 
With  him  the  mournful  mother  bears  a  part;         1 10 
^et  all  their  forrows  turn  not  Hedor's  heart : 
The  zone  unbrac'd,  her  bofom  flie  difplay'd  ; 
And 'thus,  faft-falling  the  fait  te^irs,  (lie  faid : 

I  Live 
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Have  mercy  on  me,  O  my  fon !  revere 
Tile  words  of  age;  attend  a  parent's  prayer !         ii^ 
If  ever  thee  in  thefe  fond  arms  I  preft. 
Or  ftill'd  thy  infant  clamours  at  this  breaft ; 
Ah,  do  not  thus  our  helplefs  years  forego. 
But,  by  our  walls  fecur'd,  repel  the  foe. 
Againft  his  rage  if  fingly  thou  proceed,  120 

Shouldft  thou  (but  Heaven  avert  it !)  Ihouldft  thou 

bleed. 
Nor  muft  thy  corpfe  lie  honour'd  on  the  bier, 
Nor  fpoufe,  nor  mother,  grace  thee  with  a  tear ; 
Far  from  our  pious  rites,  thofe  dear  remains 
Muft  feaft  the  vultures  on  the  naked  plains.  iij 

So  they  ;  while  down  their  cheeks  the  torrents  roll ; 
But  fix'd  remains  the  purpofe  of  his  foul ; 
Rei'olv'd  he  ftands ;  and  with  a  fiery  glance 
Expefls  the  hero's  terrible  advance. 
So,  roU'd  up  in  his  den,  the  fwelling  fnake  130 

Beholds  the  traveller  approach  the  brake ; 
When,  fed  with  noxious  herbs,  his  turgid  veins 
Have  gather'd  half  the  poifons  of  the  plains  j 
He  burns,  he  ftiffens  with  collefted  ire. 
And  his  red  eye-balls  glare  with  living  fire.  15^ 

Beneath  a  turret,  on  his  ihield  reclin'd. 
He  flood  ;  and  queftion'd  thus  his  mighty  mind  : 

Where  lies  my  way  ?  To  enter  in  the  wall  ? 
flonour  and  fliame  th'  ungenerous  thought  recall : 
Shall  proud  Polydamus  before  the  gate  140 

Proclaim,  his  councils  are  obey'd  too  late; 
Which  timely  foUow'd  but  the  former  night. 
What  numbers  had  been  fav'd  by  Heftor's  flight ! 

That 
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That  wife  advice  rejefted  with  difdain, 
I  feel  my  folly  in  my  people  flain.  J4jj 

Methinks  my  fuftlring  country's  voice  I  hear. 
But  moft,  her  worthlefs  fons  infult  my  ear ; 
On  my  raHi  courage  charge  the  chance  of  war. 
And  blame  thofe  virtues  which  they  cannot  (hare. 
No — if  I  e'er  return,  return  I  mull  150 

Glorious,  my  country's  terror  laid  in  duft : 
Or,  if  I  perifli,  let  her  fee  me  fail 
In  field  at  leaft,  and  fighting  for  her  wall. 
And  yet,  fuppofe  thefe  meafures  I  forego. 
Approach  unarm'd,  and  parley  with  the  foe,         155 
The  warriour-fhield,  the  helm,  and  lance,  lay  down. 
And  treat  on  terms  of  peace  to  fave  the  town ; 
The  wife  withheld,  the  treafure  ill-detain'd, 
(Oaufe  of  the  war,  and  grievance  of  the  land) 
With  honourable  juftice  to  reftore  ;  160 

And  add  half  Ilion's  yet  remaining  ftore. 
Which  Troy  (hall,  fworn,  produce;  that  injur'd  Greece 
May  (hare  our  wealth,  and  leave  our  walls  in  peace  I 
But  why  this  thought  ?  Unarm'd  if  I  fliould  go. 
What  hope  of  mercy  from  this  vengeful  foe,       165 
But  woman-like  to  fall,  and  fall  without  a  blow  i 
We  greet  not  here  as  man  converfing  man. 
Met  at  an  oak,  or  journeying  o'er  a  plain ; 
No  feafon  now  for  calm  familiar  talk. 
Like  youths  and  maidens  in  an  evening  walk  :       170 
.War  is  our  bufinefs ;  but  to  whom  is  given 
To  die,  or  triumph,  that  determine  Heaven ! 

Thus  pondering,  like  a  God  the  Greek  drew  nigh  ; 
His  dreadful  plumage  nodded  from  on  high  J  ...  .■ 
1-.   -■  The 


I 
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The  Pelian  javelin,  in  his  belter  hand,  i^^ 

Shot  trembling  rays,  that  glitter'd  o'er  the  land  ; 
And  on  his  breaft  the  beamy  fplendors  flione 
Like  Jove's  own  lightning,  or  the  rifing  fun  : 
As  Hedlor  fees,  unufual  terrours  rife. 
Struck  by  fome  God,  he  fears,  recedes,  and  flies  :   1 80 
He  leaves  the  gates,  he  leaves  the  walls  behind : 
Achilles  follows  like  the  winged  wind. 
Thus  at  the  panting  dove  a  falcon  flies 
(The  fwifteft  racer  of  the  liquid  Ikies) 
Juft:  when  he  holds,  or  thinks  he  holds,  his  prey,  185 
Obliquely  wheeling  through  th'  aerial  way. 
With  open  beak  and  Ihrilling  cries  he  fprings. 
And  aims  his  claws,  and  fhoots  upon  his  wings. 
No  lefs  fore-right  the  rapid  chace  they  held. 
One  urg'd  by  fury,  one  by  fear  impell'd  ;  190 

Now  circling  round  the  walls  their  courfe  maintain. 
Where  the  high  watch-tower  overlooks  the  plain; 
Now  where  the  fig-trees  fpread  their  umbrage  broad 
(A  wider  compafs)  fmoke  along  the  road. 
Next  by  Scamander's  double  fource  they  bound,     19^; 
Where  two  fam'd  fountains  burft  the  parted  ground  ^ 
This  hot  through  fcorching  clefts  is  feen  to  rife. 
With  exhalations  fteaming  to  the  Ikies ; 
That,  the  green  baaks  in  fumnier's  heat  o'erflows. 
Like  cryftal  clear,  and  cold  as  winter  fnovvs.  2OO 

Each  gufliing  fount  a  marble  ciftern  fills, 
Whofe  polifh'd  bed  receives  the  falling  rills  ; 
Where  Trojan  dames  (ere  yet  alarm'd  by  Greece) 
Walh'd  their  fair  garments  in  the  days  of  peace, 

I  '  By 
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By  thcfe  they  pafs'd,  one  chacing,  one  in  flight     20^ 

(The  mighty  fled,  purfued  by  ftrongcr  might). 

Swift  was  the  courfe;  no  vulgar  pri/.e  they  play. 

No  vulgar  viftim  muft  reward  the  day 

(Such  as  in  races  crown  the  fpeedy  ftrife). 

The  prize  contended  was  great  Heftor's  life.  210 

As  when  fome  hero's  funerals  are  decreed. 
In  grateful  honour  of  the  mighty  dead  ; 
Where  high  rewards  the  vigorous  youth  inflame 
(Some  golden  tripod,  or  fome  lovely  dame) ; 
The  panting  courfers  fwiftly  turn  the  goal,  21  r 

And  with  them  turns  the  rais'd  fpeftators'  foul : 
Thus  three  times  round  the  Trojan  wall  they  fly; 
The  gazing  Gods  lean  forw  ard  from  the  fky  : 
To  whom,  while  eager  on  the  chace  they  look. 
The  Sire  of  mortals  and  immortals  fpoke :  220 

Unworthy  fight !  the  man  helov'd  of  Heaven, 
Behold,  inglorious  round  yon  city  driven  ! 
My  heart  partakes  the  generous  Hedtor's  pain ; 
He(ftor,  whofe  zeal  whole  hecatombs  has  llain, 
Whofc  grateful  fumes  the  Gods  receiv'd  with  joy,  22  c: 
From  Ida's  fummits,  and  the  towers  of  Troy  ; 
Now  fee  him  flying !  to  his  fears  refign'd. 
And  Fate,  and  fierce  Achilles,  clofe  behind. 
Confult,  ye  Powers  !  ('tis  worthy  your  debate) 
Whether  to  fnatch  him  from  impending  fate,  250 

Or  let  him  bear,  by  ftern  PcliJes  flain 
(Good  as  he  is)  the  lot  impos'd  on  man. 

Then  Pallas  thus  :  Shall  he  whofe  vengeance  forms 
The  forky  bolt,  and  blackens  heaven  with  ftorms. 

Shall 
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Stiatl  he  prolong  one  Trojan's  forfeit  breath !  235'; 

A  man,  a  mortal,  pre-ordaln'd  to  death  ! 
And  will  no  murmurs  fill  the  courts  above  ? 
No  Gods  indignant  blame  their  partial  Jove  ? 

Go  then  (return'd  the  Sire)  without  delay. 
Exert  thy  will :  I  give  the  Fates  their  way.  2ifO 

Swift,  at  the  mandate  pleas'd,  Tritonia  flies. 
And  {loops  impetuous  from  the  cleaving  fides. 

As  through  the  foreft,  o'er  the  vale  and  lawn. 
The  well-breath'd  beagle  driven  the  flying  fawn  ; 
In  vain  he  tries  the  covert  of  the  brakes,  245: 

Or  deep  beneath  the  trembling  thicket  fhak.es  j 
Sure  of  the  vapour  in  the  tainted  dews. 
The  certain  hound  his  various  maze  purfues. 
Thus,  fl:ep  by  ftep,  where'er  the  Trojan  wheel'd, 
There  fwift  Achilles  compafs'd  round  the  field.      250 
Oft  as  to  reach  the  Dardan  gates  he  bends. 
And  hopes  th'  affillance  of  his  pitying  friends, 
(Whofe  fhowering  arrows,  as  he  cours'd  below. 
From  the  high  turrets  might  opprcfs  die  foe) 
So  oft  Achilles  turns  him  to  the  plain  :  z^^ 

He  eyes  the  city,  but  he  eyes  in  vain. 
As  men  in  flumber  feem  with  fpeedy  pace 
One  to  purfue,  and  one  to  lead  the  chace. 
Their  fmking  limbs  the  fancy'd  courfe  forfake. 
Nor  this  can  fly,  nor  that  can  overtake  :  260 

No  Icfs  the  labouring  heroes  pant  and  ftrain ; 
While  that  but  flies,  and  this  purfues,  in  vain. 

What  God,  O  Mufe !  aflifted  Heftor's  force. 
With  Fate  itfclf  fo  long  to  hold  the  courfe  ? 

Phoebus, 
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Phoebus  it  was ;  who,  in  his  lateft  hour,  26  J 

Endued  his  knees  with  ftrength,  his  nerves  with  power : 
And  great  Achilles,  left  fome  Greeks  advance 
Should  fnatch  the  glory  from  his  lifted  lance, 
Sign'd  to  the  troops  to  yield  his  foe  the  way. 
And  leave  untouch'd  the  honours  of  the  day.         270 

Jove  lifts  the  golden  balances,  that  {how 
The  fates  of  mortal  men,  and  things  below  : 
Here  each  contending  hero's  lot  he  tries. 
And  weighs,  with  equal  hand,  their  deftinies. 
Low  fmks  the  fcale  furcharg'd  with  Heftor's  fate ;  27^ 
Heavy  with  death  it  fmks,  and  hell  receives  the  weight. 

Then  Phoebus  left  him.     Fierce  Minerva  flies 
To  ftern  Pelides,  and  triumphing  cries : 
Oh,  lov'd  of  Jove  !  this  day  our  labours  ccafe. 
And  conqueft  blazes  with  full  beams  on  Greece.     280 
Great  Hedlor  falls ;  that  Heftor  fam'd  fo  far. 
Drunk  with  renown,  infatiable  of  war. 
Falls  by  thy  hand,  and  mine !  nor  force  nor  flight 
Shall  more  avail  him^  nor  his  God  of  Light. 
See,  where  in  vain  he  fupplicates  above,  28  j 

Roll'd  at  the  feet  of  unrelenting  Jove ! 
Reft  here :  myfelf  will  lead  the  Trojan  on. 
And  urge  to  meet  the  fate  he  cannot  Ihun. 

Her  voice  divine  the  chief  with  joyful  mind 
Obey'd  ;  and  refted,  on  his  lance  reclin'd.  290 

While  like  Deiphobus  the  martial  Dame 
(Her  face,  her  gefture,  and  her  arms,  the  fame) 
In  Ihow  and  aid,  by  haplefs  Heftor's  fide 
Approach'd,  and  greets  him  thus  with  voice  bely'd  : 

Too 
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Too  long,  O  Heftor,  have  I  borne  the  fight      29; 
Of  this  diftrefs,  and  forrow'd  in  thy  flight  : 
It  fits  us  now  a  noble  ftand  to  make. 
And  here,  as  brothers,  equal  fates  partake. 

Then  he  :  O  prince  !  ally'd  in  blood  and  fame. 
Dearer  than  all  that  own  a  brother's  name ;  30a' 

Of  all  that  Hecuba  to  Priam  bore. 
Long  try'd,  long  lov'd ;  much  lov'd,  but  honour'd  more ! 
Since  you,  of  all  your  nun^erous  race,  alone 
Defend  my  life,  regardlefs  of  your  own. 

Again  the  Goddefs  :  Much  my  father's  prayer,  30^ 
And  much  my  mother's,  preft  me  to  forbear : 
My  friends  embrac'd  my  knees,  adjur'd  my  ftay, 
Eut  ftronger  love  impell'd,  and  I  obey. 
Come  then-,  the  glorious  conflid  let  us  try,. 
Let  the  fteel  fparkle,  and  the  javelin  fly  i  3  to 

Or  let  us  ftretch  Achilles  on  the  field. 
Or  to  his  arm  our  bloody  trophies  yield. 

Fraudful  (he  faid  ;  then  fwiftly  march 'd  before  j 
The  Dardan  hero  fliuns  his  foe  no  more. 
Sternly  they  met.     The  filencs  Heftor  broke-;       31^ 
His  dreadful  plumage  nodded  as  he  fpoke  : 

Enough,  O  fon  of  Peleus !  Troy  has  view'd 
Her  walls  thrice  circled,  and  her  chief  purfued. 
But  now  fome  God  within  me  bids  me  try 
Thine,  or  my  fate :  I  kill  thee,  or  I  die.  320 

Yet  on  the  verge  of  battle  let  us  ftay. 
And  for  a  moment's  fpace  fufpend  the  day ; 
Let  Heaven's  high  powers  be  call'd  to  arbitrate 
The  juft  conditions  of  this  ftern  debate 

Vol.  XLIX,  T  (Eternal 
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f Eternal  witneffes  of  all  below,  32^ 

And  faithful  guardians  of  the  treafur'd  vow!) 

To  them  I  fwear  ;  if,  viftor  in  the  ftrife, 

Jove  by  thefe  hands  fhall  fhed  thy  noble  life. 

No  vile  dilhonour  ftiall  thy  corpfe  purfue  ; 

Stript  of  its  arms  alone  (the  conqueror's  due)        330 

The  reft  to  Greece  uninjur'd  I'll  reftore : 

Now  plight  thy  mutual  oath,  I  alk  no  more. 

Talk  not  of  oaths  (the  dreadful  chief  replies. 
While  anger  flafti'd  from  his  difdainful  eyes) 
Detefted  as  thou  art,  and  ought  to  be,  ^^^ 

Nor  oath  nor  paft  Achilles  plights  with  thee  : 
Such  pads  as  lambs  and  rapid  wolves  combine. 
Such  leagues  as  men  and  furious  lions  join. 
To  fuch  I  call  the  Gods  !  one  conllant  ftate 
Of  lafting  rancour  and  eternal  hate ;  340 

No  thought  but  rage  and  never-ceafing  ftrife. 
Till  death  extinguifti  rage,  and  thought,  and  life. 
Rouze  then  thy  forces  this  important  hour. 
Colled  thy  foul,  and  call  forth  all  thy  power. 
No  farther  fubterfuge,  no  farther  chance  ;  34^ 

'Tis  Pallas,  Pallas  gives  thee  to  my  lance. 
Each  Grecian  ghoft  by  thee  depriv'd  of  breath 
Now  hovers  round,  and  calls  thee  to  thy  death. 

He  fpoke,  and  launch'd  his  javelin  at  the  foe  ; 
But  Hedor  fhunn'd  the  meditated  blow  :  3^0 

He  ftoop'd,  while  o'er  his  head  the  flying  fpear 
Sung  innocent,  and  fpent  its  force  in  air. 
Minerva  watch'd  it  falling  on  the  land. 
Then  drew,  and  gave  to  great  Achilles'  hand, 

Unfeen 
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Unfeea  of  Heftor,  who,  elate  with  joy,  355 

Now  fliakes  his  lance,  and  braves  the  dread  of  Troy. 

The  life  you  boafted  to  that  javelin  given. 
Prince !  you  have  mifs'd.  My  fate  depends  on  Heaven. 
To  thee,  prefumptuous  as  thou  art,  unknown 
Or  what  muft  prove  my  fortune,  or  thy  own.         360 
Boafting  is  but  an  art,  our  fears  to  blind. 
And  with  falfe  terrour  fink  another's  rund. 
But  know,  whatever  fate  I  am  to  try. 
By  no  diflioneft  wound  fhall  Heftor  die  j 
I  (hall  not  fall  a  fugitive  at  leaft,  ^6^ 

My  foul  ftiall  bravely  iffue  from  my  breafl. 
But  firft  try  thou  my  arm ;  and  may  this  dart 
End  all  ray  country's  woes,  deep  buried  in  thy  heart ! 

The  weapon  flew,  its  courfe  unerring  held  ; 
Unerring,  but  the  heavenly  (hield  repell'd  370 

The  mortal  dart ;  refulting  with  a  bound 
from  ofF  the  ringing  orb,  it  ftruck  the  ground. 
Heftor  beheld  his  javelin  fall  in  vain. 
Nor  other  lance  nor  other  hope  remain ; 
He  calls  Deiphobus,  demands  a  fpear,  375; 

In  vain,  for  no  Deiphobus  was  therei. 
All  comfortlefs  he  ftands :  then,  with  a  figh, 
'Tis  fo — Heaven  wills  it,  and  ray  hour  is  nigh ! 
I  deera'd  Deiphobus  had  heard  my  call. 
But  he  fecure  lies  guarded  in  the  walL  380 

A  God  deceiv'd  me ;  Pallas,  'twas  thy  deed. 
Death,  and  black  Fate,  approach !  'tis  I  muft  bleed. 
No  refuge  now,  no  fuccour  from  above. 
Great  Jove  deferts  me,  and  the  fon  of  Jove, 

T  2  Propitious 
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Propitious  once,  and  kind  !  then  welcome  Fate !    3^5 

"Tis  true  I  perifh,  yet  I  perifh  great  : 

Yet  in  a  mighty  deed  I  (hall  expire. 

Let  future  ages  hear  it,  and  admire  ! 

Fierce,  at  the  word,  his  weighty  fword  he  drew. 
And,  all  collefted,  on  Achilles  flew.  350 

So  Jove's  bold  bird,  high  balanc'd  in  the  air. 
Stoops  from  the  clouds  to  trufs  the  quivering  hare. 
Nor  lefs  Achilles  his  fierce  foul  prepares ; 
Before  his  breaft  the  flaming  fliield  he  bears. 
Refulgent  orb  !  above  his  fourfold  cone  395" 

The  gilded  horfe-hair  fparkled  in  the  fun. 
Nodding  at  every  ftep  :  (Vulcanian  frame !) 
And,  as  he  mov'd,  his  figure  feem'd  on  flame. 
As  radiant  Hefper  Ihines  with  keener  light. 
Far-beaming  o'er  the  filver  hoft  of  night,  400 

When  all  the  ftarry  train  emblaze  the  fphere  : 
So  fhone  the  point  of  great  Achilles'  fpear. 
In  his  right-hand  he  waves  the  weapon  round. 
Eyes  the  whole  man,  and  meditates  the  wound  : 
But  the  rich  mail  Patroclus  lately  wore,  ^o^ 

Securely  cas'd  the  warriour's  body  o'er ; 
One  place  at  length  he  fpies,  to  let  in  Fate, 
Where  'twixt  the  neck  and  throat  the  jo'nted  plate 
Gave  entrance  :  through  that  penetrable  part 
Furious  he  drove  the  well-direfted  dart :  410 

Nor  pierc'd  the  wind-pipe  yet,  nor  took  the  power 
Offpeech,  unhappy!  from  thy  dying  hour. 
Prone  on  the  field  the  bleeding  warriour  lies. 
While  thus,  triumphing,  ftern  Achilles  cries ; 

I  At 
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At  laft  is  Hedor  ftretch'd  upon  the  plain,  4.1  ^ 

Who  fear'd  no  vengeance  for  Patroclus  flain  : 
Then,  prince  !  you  fhould  have  fear'd,  what  now  you 
Achilles  abfent,  was  Achilles  ftill.  [feel,; 

Yet  a  fhort  fpace  the  great  avenger  ftay'd. 
Then  low  in  dufl  thy  ftrength  and  glory  laid.        420 
Peaceful  he  fleeps,  with  all  our  rites  adorn'd. 
For  ever  honour'd,  and  for  ever  mourn'd  : 
While,  caft  to  all  the  rage  of  hoftile  power. 
Thee,  birds  fhall  mangle,  and  the  dogs  devour. 

Then  Hedor,  fainting  at  th'  approach  of  death  :  425 
By  thy  own  foul !  by  thofe  who  gave  thee  breath  ! 
By  all  the  facred  prevalence  of  prayer  ; 
Ah,  leave  me  not  for  Grecian  dogs  to  tear  ! 
The  common  rites  of  fepulture  bellow. 
To  foothe  a  father's  and  a  mother's  woe  ;  ^30 

Let  their  large  gifts  procure  an  urn  at  leaft. 
And  Hedor's  afhes  in  his  country  reft. 

No,  wretch  accurft  !  relentlefs  he  replies, 
(Flames,  as  he  fpoke,  (hot  fiafhing  from  his  eyes) 
Not  thofe  who  gave  me  breath  fliould  bid  me  fpare. 
Nor  all  the  facred  prevalence  of  prayer. 
Could  I  myfelf  the  blood}'  banquet  join  ! 
No — to  the  dogs  that  carcafe  I  refign. 
Should  Troy,  to  bribe  me,  bring  forth  all  herllore,. 
And,  giving  thoufands,  offer  thoufands  more  ;      440 
Should  Dardan  Priam,  and  his  weeping  dame, 
Drain  their  whole  realm  to  buy  one  funeral  flame ; 
Their  Heftor  on  the  pile  they  Ihould  not  fee. 
Nor  rob  the  vultures  of  one  limb  of  thee. 

T  3  Then 
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Then  thus  the  chief  his  dying  accents  drew  :     \^v 
Thy  rage,  implacable !  too  well  I  knew ; 
The  Furies  that  relentlefs  breaft  have  fteel'd. 
And  curft  thee  with  a  heart  that  cannot  yield. 
"Yet  think,  a  day  will  come,  when  Fate's  decree 
And  angry  Gods  fhall  wreak  this  wrong  on  theej  450 
PhcEbus  and  Paris  (hall  avenge  my  fate. 
And  ftretch  thee  here,  before  this  Scsean  gate. 

He  ceas'd.  The  Fates  fuppreft  his  labouring  breath. 
And  his  eyes  ftifFen'd  at  the  hand  of  death  ; 
To  the  dark  realm  the  fpirit  wings  its  way  4J1J 

(The  manly  body  left  a  load  of  clay) 
And  plaintive  glides  along  the  dreary  coaft, 
A  naked,  wandering,  melancholy  ghoft  ! 

Achilles,  mufing  as  he  roll'd  his  eyes 
O'er  the  dead  hero,  thus  (unheard  replies :  460 

Die  thou  the  firft  !  When  Jove  and  Heaven  ordain, 
I  follow  thee— He  faid,  and  ftripp'd  the  flain. 
Then,  forcing  backward  from  the  gaping  wound 
The  reeking  javelin,  caft  it  on  the  ground. 
The  thronging  Greeks  behold  with  wondering  eyes  46^ 
His  manly  beauty  and  fuperior  fixe  : 
While  fome,  ignobler,  the  great  dead  deface 
With  wounds  ungenerous,  or  with  taunts  difgrace- 
♦•  How  chang'd  that  Heftor  !  who  like  Jove  of  late 
"  Sent  lightning  on  our  fleets,  and  fcatter'd  fate  !"  470 

High  o'er  the  flain  the  great  Achilles  ftands. 
Begirt  with  heroes,  and  furrounding  bands; 
And  thus  aloud,  while  all  the  hoft  attends : 
Princes  and  leaders !  countrymen  and  friends  I 

Since 
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Since  nov/  at  length  the  powerful  will  of  Heaven  475 
The  dire  deftroyer  to  our  arm  has  given. 
Is  not  Troy  fall'n  already  ?  Hafte,  ye  powers  ! 
See,  if  already  their  deferled  towers 
Are  left  unniann'd  ;  or  if  they  yet  retain 
The  fouls  of  heroes,  their  great  Heftor  flain  ?        480 
But  what  is  Troy,  or  glory  what,  to  me  ? 
Or  why  reflefts  my  mind  on  aught  but  thee. 
Divine  Patroclus !  Death  has  feal'd  his  eyes  ; 
Unwept,  unhor.our'd,  unintcrr'd,  he  lies  ! 
Can  his  dear  image  from  my  foul  depart,  48^; 

Long  as  the  vital  fpirit  moves  my  heart  ? 
If,  in  the  melancholy  fhades  below. 
The  flames  of  friends  and  lovers  ceafe  to  glow. 
Yet  mine  {hall  facred  laft  ;  mine  undecay'd 
Burn  on  through  death,  and  animate  my  Ihade.     49O' 
Meanwhile,  ye  fons  of  Greece,  in  triumph  bring 
The  corpfe  of  He<flor,  and  your  Pasans  fing. 
Be  this  the  fong,  flow-moving  tow'rd  the  ftiore, 
**  Heflor  is  dead,  and  Ilion  is  no  more." 

Then  his  fell  foul  a  thought  of  vengeance  bred  49^ 
(Unworthy  of  himfelf  and  of  the  dead]. 
The  nervous  ancles  bor'd,  his  feet  he  bound 
With  thongs  infested  through  the  double  wound  ; 
Thefe  fix'd  up  high  behind  the  rolling  wain, 
His  graceful  head  was  trail'd  along  the  plain.         500 
Proud  on  his  car  th'  infulting  vitlor  fliood. 
And  bore  aloft  his  arms,  diftilling  blood. 
He  fmltes  the  fl:eeds ;  the  rapid  chariot  flies  j 
The  fudden  clouds  of  circling  duft  arife. 

T  4  NoTv 
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Now  loft  Is  all  that  formidable  air  ;  ^o-^ 

The  face  divine,  and  long-defcending  hair. 

Purple  the  ground,  and  ftreak  the  fable  fand  ; 

Deform'd,  difhonour'd,  in  his  native  land 

Giv'n  to  the  rage  of  an  infulting  throng ! 

And  in  his  parents'  fight  now  dragg'd  along  !        510 

The  mother  firft  beheld  with  fad  furvey  : 
She  rent  her  trefl'es,  venerably  grey. 
And  call,  far  off,  the  regal  veils  away. 
With  piercing  flirieks  his  bitter  fate  fhe  moans. 
While  the  fad  father  anfwers  groans  with  groans  ;  515 
Tears  after  tears  his  mournful  cheeks  o'erflow. 
And  the  whole  city  wears  one  face  of  woe  : 
No  lefs  than  if  the  rage  of  hoftile  fires. 
From  her  foundations  curling  to  Jier  fpires. 
O'er  the  proud  citadel  at  length  fhould  rife,         520 
And  the  laft  blaze  fend  Ilion  to  the  Ikies. 
The  wretched  monarch  of  the  falling  ftate, 
Diftrafted,  prefies  to  the  Dardan  gate. 
Scarce  the  whole  people  ftop  his  defperate  courfe. 
While  ftrong  affliftion  gives  the  feeble  force;     52^; 
Grief  tears  his  heart,  and  drives  him  to  and  fro. 
In  all  the  raging  impotence  of  woe. 
At  length  he  roU'd  in  duft,  and  thus  begun  : 
Imploring  all,  and  naming  one  by  one  : 
Ah  !  let  me,  let  me  go  where  forrow  calls :  530 

I,  only  I,  will  iffue  from  your  walls 
{Guide  or  companion,  friends!  1  afic  you  none) 
And  bow  before  the  murderer  of  my  fon. 
My  grief  perhaps  his  pity  may  engage  ; 
Perhaps  at  leaft  he  may  refpeft  my  age.  ^^^ 

He 
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He  has  a  father  too,  a  man  like  me  ; 
One,  not  exempt  from  age  and  mifery 
(Vigorous  no  more,  as  when  his  young  embrace 
Eegot  this  peft  of  me  and  all  my  race)  ; 
How  many  valiant  fons,  in  early  bloom,  ^^q 

Has  that  curft  hand  fent  headlong  to  the  tomb  ! 
Thee,  Heflor !  laft  :  thy  lofs  (divinely  brave) 
Sinks  my  fad  foul  with  forrow  to  the  grave. 
Oh,  had  thy  gentle  fpiril  paft  in  peace. 
The  fon  expiring  in  the  fire's  embrace,  54^ 

While  both  thy  parents  wept  thy  fatal  hour. 
And,  bending  o'er  thee,  mix'd  the  tender  fliower! 
Some  comfort  that  had  been,  fome  fad  relief. 
To  melt  in  full  fatiety  of  grief! 

Thus  wail'd  the  father,  groveling  on  the  ground. 
And  all  the  eyes  of  Ilion  ftream'd  around. 

Amidft  her  matrons  Hecuba  appears 
(A  mourning  princefs,  and  a  train  in  tears) 
Ah,  why  has  Heaven  prolong'd  this  hated  breath. 
Patient  of  horrours,  to  behold  thy  death  ?  j^j 

O  Heftor !  late  thy  parents'  pride  and  joy. 
The  boaft  of  nations !  the  defence  of  Troy  ! 
To  whom  her  fafety  and  her  fame  fhe  ow'd ; 
Her  chief,  her  hero,  and  almoft  her  God  ! 
O  fatal  change !  become  in  one  fad  day  560 

A  fenfelefs  corpfe !  inanimated  clay  ! 

But  not  as  yet  the  fatal  news  had  fpread 
To  fair  Andromache,  of  Hedlor  dead  ; 
As  yet  no  meifenger  had  told  his  fate. 
Nor  ev'n  his  Hay  without  the  Scxan  gate,  565 

Far 
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Far  in  the  clofe  recefles  of  the  dome, 
Penfive  ftie  ply'd  the  melancholy  loom; 
A  growing  work  employ'd  her  fecret  hours,. 
Confus'dly  gay  with  intermingled  flowers. 
"Her  fair-hair'd  handmaids  heat  the  brazen  urn,     5^0 
The  bath  preparing  for  her  lord's  return  ; 
In  vain  :  alas !  her  lord  returns  no  more ! 
Unbath'd  he  lies,  and  bleeds  along  the  ftiore ! 
Now  from  the  walls  the  clamours  reach  her  ear. 
And  all  her  members  fhake  with  fudden  fear;        575 
Forth  from  her  ivory  hand  the  (huttle  falls. 
As  thus,  aftonifh'd,  to  her  maids  fhe  calls : 

Ah,  follow  me  !   (fhe  cry'd)  what  plaintive  noife 
Invades  my  ear  ?  'Tis  fure  my  mother's  voice. 
My  faltering  knees  their  trembling  frame  defert,     580 
A  pulfe  unufual  flutters  at  my  heart  j 
Some  ftrange  difafter,  fome  reverfe  of  fate, 
(Ye  Gods  avert  it!)  threats  the  Trojan  Hate. 
Far  be  the  omen  which  my  thoughts  fuggeft  ! 
But  much  I  fear  my  Heftor's  dauntlefs  breaft       ^S^ 
Confronts  Achilles ;  chac'd  along  the  plain. 
Shut  from  our  walls !  I  fear,  I  fear  him  flain  I 
Safe  in  the  croud  he  ever  fcorn'd  to  wait. 
And  fought  for  glory  in  the  jaws  of  fate  : 
Perhaps  that  noble  heat  has  coft  his  breath,  590 

Now  quench'd  for  ever  in  the  arms  of  death. 

She  fpoke ;  and  furious,  with  diftrafted  pace. 
Fears  in  her  heart,  and  anguifh  in  her  face. 
Flies  through  the  dome  (the  maids  her  fteps  purfuc) 
And  mounts  the  walls,  and  fends  around  her  view. 

Too 
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Too  foon  her  eyes  the  killing  objeft  found. 
The  god-like  Hedor  dragg'd  along  the  ground, 
A  fudden  darknefs  (hades  her  fwin^ming  eyes  : 
She  faints,  fhe  falls ;  her  breath,  her  colour,  flies. 
Her  hair's  fair  ornaments,  the  braids  that  bound,  600 
The  net  that  held  them,  and  the  wreath  that  crown'd. 
The  veil  and  diadem,  flew  far  away 
(The  gift  of  Venus  on  her  bridal  day) 
Around  a  train  of  weeping  fitters  ftands, 
To  raife  her,  finking,  with  affiftant  hands.  605 

Scarce  from  the  verge  of  death  recall'd,  again 
She  faints,  or  but  recovers  to  complain. 

O  wretched  hufband  of  a  wretched  wife  I 
Born  with  one  fate,  to  one  unhappy  life  ! 
For  fure  one  ftar  its  baneful  beam  difplay'd  St& 

On  Priam's  roof  and  Hippoplacia's  fhade. 
From  different  parents,  different  climes,  we  came. 
At  different  periods,  yet  our  fates  the  fame  ! 
Why  was  my  birth  to  great  Action  ow'd. 
And  why  was  all  that  tender  care  beftow'd  ?         61  r 
Would  I  had  never  been  ! — O  thou,  the  ghofl 
Of  my  dead  hufband  !  'miferably  loft  ; 
Thou,  to  the  difmal  realms  for  ever  gone  I 
And  I  abandon'd,  defolate,  alone  ! 
An  only  child,  once  comfort  of  ray  pains,  620- 

Sad  produft  now  of  haplefs  love,  remains ! 
No  more  to  fmile  upon  his  fire,  no  friend 
To  help  him  now  !  no  father  to  defend ! 
For  fliould  he  'fcape  the  fword,  the  common  doom, 
VVhat  wrongs  attend  him,  and  what  griefs  to  come  f 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  from  his  own  paternal  roof  expell'd. 
Some  ftranger  ploughs  his  patrimonial  field. 
The  day,  that  to  the  ftiades  the  father  fends, 
Robs  the  fad  orphan  of  his  father's  friends : 
He,  wretched  outcaft  of  mankind  !  appears  630 

For  ever  fad,  for  ever  bath'd  in  tears ! 
Amongfl;  the  happy,  unregarded  he 
Hangs  on  the  robe,  or  trembles  at  the  knee. 
While  thofe  his  father's  former  bounty  fed. 
Nor  reach  the  goblet,  nor  divide  the  bread  ;         63^ 
The  kindeft  but  his  prefent  wants  allay. 
To  leave  him  wretched  the  fucceeding  day. 
Frugal  companion  !  Heedlefs,  they  wlio  boaft 
Both  parents  ftill,  nor  feel  what  he  has  loft, 
'Shall  cry,  "  Be  gone  !  thy  father  feafts  not  here  ;"  640 
The  wretch  obeys,  retiring  with  a  tear. 
Thus  wretched,  thus  retiring  all  in  tears. 
To  my  fad  foul  Aftyanax  appears ! 
Forc'd  by  repeated  infults  to  return. 
And  to  his  widow'd  mother  vainly  mourn.  64.5 

He,  who,  with  tender  delicac)'  bred. 
With  princes  fported,  and  on  dainties  fed. 
And  when  ftill  evening  gave  him  up  to  reft. 
Sunk  in  foft  down  upon  the  nurfe's  breaft, 
Muft — ah  what  muft  he  not  ?  Whom  Ilion  calls     650 
Aftyanax,  from  her  well-guarded  walls. 
Is  now  that  name  no  more,  unhappy  boy  ! 
Since  now  no  more  the  father  guards  his  Troy. 
But  thou,  my  Hedor,  ly'ft  expos'd  in  air. 
Far  from  thy  parents'  and  thy  confort's  care,        6;5' 

\^"hol"e 
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Who{e  hand  in  vain,  direded  by  her  love. 
The  martial  fcarf  and  robe  of  triumph  wove. 
Now  to  devouring  flames  be  thefe  a  prey, 
Ufelefs  to  thee,  from  this  accurfed  day  I 
Yet  let  the  facrifice  at  lead  be  paid,  660- 

An  honour  to  the  living,  not  the  dead. 

So  fpake  the  mournful  dame  :  her  matrons  hear*. 
Sigh  back  her  fighs,  and  anfvver  tear  with  tear.. 
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ACHILLES  and  the  Myrmidons  do  honour  to  the 
body  of  Patroclus.  After  the  funeral  feaft,  he  re- 
tires to  the  fea-fhore,  where,  falling  alleep,  the 
ghoft  of  his  friend  appears  to  him,  and  demands  the 
rites  of  burial ;  the  next  morning  the  foldiers  are 
fent  with  mules  and  waggons  to  fetch  vv^ood  for  the 
pyre.  The  funeral  proceflion,  and  the  offering  their 
hair  to  the  dead.  Achilles  facrifices  feveral  animals, 
and  laftly  twelve  Trojan  captives,  at  the  pile  ;  then 
fets  fire  to  it.  He  pays  libations  to  the  winds, 
which  (at  the  inftance  of  Iris)  rife,  and  raife  the 
flames.  When  the  pile  has  burned  all  night,  they 
gather  the  bones,  place  them  in  an  urn  of  gold,  and 
raife  the  tomb.  Achillas  inftitutes  the  funeral 
games  :  the  chariot-race,  the  fight  of  the  cjeftus, 
the  wreftling,  the  foot-race,  the  fingle  combat,  the 
difcus,  the  fliooting  with  arrows,  the  darting  the 
javelin  ;  the  various  defcriptions  of  which,  and  the 
various  fuccefs  of  the  feveral  antagonifts,  make  the 
greateft  part  of  the  book. 

In  this  book  ends  the  thirtieth  day.  The  night 
following,  the  ghoft  of  Patroclus  appears  to  Achilles  : 
the  one  and  thirtieth  day  is  employed  in  felling  the 
timber  for  the  pile;  the  two  and  thirtieth  in  burn- 
ing it;  and  the  three  and  thirtieth  in  the  games. 
The  fcene  is  generally  on  the  fea-flaore. 
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THUS,  humbled  in  the  duft,  the  penfive  train 
Through  the  fad  city  raourn'd  her  hero  flain^ 
The  body  foil'd  with  duft,  and  black  with  gore. 
Lies  on  broad  Hellefpont's  refounding  fhore  : 
The  Grecians  feek  their  fliips,  and  clear  the  ftrand,     § 
All,  but  the  martial  Myrmidonian  band  ; 
Thefe  yet  aflembled  great  Achilles  holds. 
And  the  ftern  purpofe  of  his  mind  unfolds : 

Not  yet,  my  brave  companions  of  the  war, 
Ileleafe  your  fraoking ccmrfers  from  the  car;  lo 

But,  with  his  chariot  each  in  order  led. 
Perform  due  honours  to  Patroclus  dead. 
Ere  yet  from  reft  or  food  we  feek  relief. 
Some  rites  remain,  to  glut  our  rage  of  grief. 

The  troops  obey'd ;  and  thrice  in  order  led  j^ 

(Achilles  firft)  their  courfers  round  the  dead  ; 
And  thrice  their  forrows  and  laments  renew  ; 
Tears  bathe  their  arms,  and  tears  the  fands  bedew. 
For  fuch  a  warriour  Thetis  aids  their  woe. 
Melts  their  ftrong  hearts,  and  bids  their  eyes  to  flow. 
But  chief,  Pelides :  thick-fucceeding  fighs 
Burft  from  his  heart,  and  torrents  from  his  eyes : 

VoL,XLIX,  U  '      ■   His 
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His  flaughtering  hands,  yet  red  with  blood,  he  laid 
On  his  dead  friend's  cold  breaft,  and  thus  he  faid  : 

All  hail,  Patroclus !  let  thy  honour'd  gholl  2^ 

Hearj'  ^nd  rejoice,  on  Pluto's  dreary  cdaft; 
Eehold  !  Achilles'  promife  is  compleat ; 
The  bloody  Heftor  ftretch'd  before  thy  feet. 
Lo !  to  the  dogs  his  carcafel  refign; 
And  twelve  fad  vidlims,  of  the  Trojan  line,  30 

Sacred  to  vengeance,  inftant,  fliall  expire ; 
Their  lives  efFus'd  around  thy  funeral  pyre. 

Gloomy  he  faid,  and  (horrible  to  view) 
Before  the  bier  the  bleeding  Heftor  threw. 
Prone  on  the  duft.     The  Myrmidons  around  jj 

Unbrac'd  their  armour,  and  the  fteeds  unbound. 
All  to  Achilles'  fable  fhip  repair. 
Frequent  and  fall,  the  genial  feaft  to  (hare. 
Now  from  the  well-fed  fwine  black  fmokes  afpire. 
The  briftly  viftims  hiffing  o'er  the  fire  :  40 

The  huge  ox  bellowing  falls ;  with  feebler  cries 
Expires  the  goat ;  the  Iheep  in  filence  dies. 
Around  the  hero's  proftrate  body  flow'd. 
In  one  promifcuous  ftream,  the  reeking  blood. 
And  now  a  band  of  Argive  monarchs  brings  45 

The  glorious  viftor  to  the  king  of  kings. 
From  his  dead  friend  the  penfive  warriour  went. 
With  fteps  unwilling,  to  the  regal  tent. 
Th'  attending  heralds,  as  by  office  bound. 
With  kindled  flames  the  tripod  vafe  furround  ;  50 

To  cleanfe  his  conquering  hands  from  hoftile  gore. 
They  urg'd  in  vain  |  the  chief  refus'd,  and  fwore : 

No 
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•.  No  drop  (h<ill  touch  me,  by  almighty  Jove ! 

The  firft  and  greateft  of  the  Gods  above ! 

Till  on  the  pyre  I  place  thee  ;  till  I  rear  55' 

The  grafly  mound,  and  clip  thy  facred  hair  : 

Some  eafe  at  lead  thofe  pious  rites  may  give. 

And  foothe  my  forrows  while  I  bear  to  live. 

Howe'er,  reluctant  as  I  am,  I  ftay. 

And  Ihare  your  feafl: ;  but,  with  the  dawn  of  day,      6a 

(O  king  of  men  !)  it  claims  thy  royal  care. 

That  Greece  the  warriour's  funeral  pile  prepare. 

And  bid  the  forefts  fall  (fuch  rites  are  paid 

To  heroes  flumbering  in  eternal  fhadej. 

Then,  when  his  earthly  part  fhall  mount  in  fire,        65 

tet  the  leagued  fquadrons  to  their  pofts  retire. 

He  fpoke ;  they  hear  him,  and  the  word  obey  j  "i 

The  rage  of  hunger  and  of  thirft  allay,  ^ 

Then  eafe  in  fleep  the  labours  of  the  day.  J 

But  great  Pelides  llretch  along  the  fliore,  70 

Where  dafh'd  on  rocks  the  broken  billows  roar. 

Lies  inly  groaning  ;  while  on  either  hand 

The  martial  Myrmidons  confus'dly  ftand. 

Along  the  grafs  his  languid  members  fall, 

Tir'd  with  his  chace  around  the  Trojan  wall  5  /y^ 

'Hufh'd  by  the  murmurs  of  the  rolling  deep. 

At  length  he  fmks  in  the  foft  arms  of  fleep. 

When,  lo  !  the  fhade,  before  his  clofing  eyes. 

Of  fad  Patroclus  rofe,  or  feem'd  to  rife ; 

In  the  fame  robe  he  living  wore,  he  came  ;  80 

In  ftature,  voice,  and  pleafing  look,  the  fame. 

Uz  The 
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The  form  familiar  hover'd  o'er  his  head  : 

Andfleeps  Achilles  (thus  the  phantom  faid} 

Sleeps  my  Achilles,  his  Patroclus  dead  ? 

Living,  I  feem'd  his  deareft,  tendereft  care,  85 

But  now  forgot,  I  wander  in  the  air. 

Let  my  pale  corpfe  the  rites  of  burial  know. 

And  give  me  entrance  in  the  realms  below: 

Till  then  the  fpirit  finds  no  refting-place, 

But  here  and  there  th'  unbody'd  fpedlres  chace  go 

The  vagrant  dead  around  the  dark  abode. 

Forbid  to  crofs  th'  irremeable  flood. 

Now  give  thy  hand  :  for  to  the  farther  fhore 

-When^nce  we  pafs,  the  foal  returns  no  more : 

When  once  the  laft  funereal  flames  afcend,  9-5 

5^0  more  fhall  meet  Achilles  and  his  friend ; 

No  more  our  thoughts  to  thofe  we  lov'd  make  known.; 

Or  quit  the  deareft,  to  converfe  alone. 

Me  fate  has  fever'd  from  the  fons  of  earth. 

The  fate  fore-doom'd  that  waited  from  my  birth:    li^o 

Thee  too  it  waits ;  before  the  Trojan  wall 

Ev'n  great  and  God-like  thou,  art  doom'd  to  fall, 

Rear  then ;  and  as  in  fate  and  love  we  join. 

Ah,  fuffer  that  my  bones  may  reft  with  thine! 

Together  have  we  liv'd  ;  together  bred,  ja^ 

One  houfe  receiv'd  us,  and  one  table  fed ; 

That  golden  urn,  thy  Goddefs-mother  gave, 

•f/Iay  mix  our  afhes  in  one  common  grave. 

And  is  it  thou  ?  (he  anfwers)  to  my  fight 
Once  more  return'ft  thou  from  the  realms  of  night  ?  i-ro 
Oh  more  than  brother !     Think  each  office  paid, 
Whate'er  can  reft  a  difcontented  Ihade ; 

2ut 
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But  grant  one  laft  embrace,  unhappy  boy  ! 
AfFord  at  leaft  that  melancholy  joy. 

He  faid,  and  with  his  longing  arms  eflay'd  1 15, 

In  vain  to  grafp  the  vifionary  fhade  ; 
Like  a  thin  fmoke  he  fees  ihe  fpirit  fly. 
And  hears  a  feeble,  lamentable  cry. 
Confiis'd  he  wakes ;  amazement  breads  the  bands 
Of  golden  fleep,  and,  ftarting  from  the  fands,,      1 20 
Penfive  he  mufes  with  uplifted  hands  : 

'Tis  true,  'tis  certain  ;  man,  though  dead,  retains 
Part  of  himfelf;  th'  immortal  mind  remains; 
The  form  fubfifts  without  the  body's  aid,. 
Aerial  femblance,  and  an  empty  fhade !  S^J 

This  night  my  friend,  fo  late  in  battle  lofi:. 
Stood  at  my  fide,  a  penfive,  plaintive  ghollj. 
Ev'n  now  familiar,  as  in  life,  became, 
Alas!  how  different !  yet  how  like  the  fame  ! 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,  each  eye  grew  big  with  tears.;. 
And  now  the  rofy-finger'd  morn  appears. 
Shews  every  mournful  face  with  tears  o'erfpread^. 
And  glares  on  the  pale  vifage  of  the  dead. 
But  Agamemnon,  as  the  rites  demand,. 
With  mules  and  waggons  fends  a  chofen  bandj^        iz-,^. 
To  load  the  timber,  and  the  pile  to  rear ; . 
A  charge  confign'd  to  Merion's  faithful  care. 
With  proper  inftruments  they  take,  the  road. 
Axes  to  cut,  and  ropes  to  fling  the  load. 
Firft  march  the  heavy  mules,  fecurely  flow^  140- 

O'er  hills,  o'er  dales,  o'er  crags,  o'er  rocks,  they  go  : 
Jumping,  high  o'er  the  fnrubs  of  tlie  rough  ground. 
Rattle  the  clatterings  cars,  and  the. fhockt  axles  bound,. 
U  3  Jiiit: 
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But  when  arrlv'd  at  Ida's  fpreading  woods 

(Fair  Ida,  water'd  with  defcending  floods)  j^y 

Loud  founds  the  ax,  redoubling  ftrokes  on  ftrokes ; 

On  all  fides  round  the  foreft  hurls  her  oaks 

Headlong.     Deep-echoing  groan  the  thickets  brown  ; 

Then,  ruftling,  crackling,  crafhing,  thunder  down. 

The  wood  the  Grecians  cleave,  prepar'd  to  burn ;   1 50 

And  the  flow  mules  the  fame  rough  road  return. 

The  fl:urdy  woodmen  equal  burdens  bore 

(Such  charge  was  given  them)  to  the  fandy  fliore; 

There,  on  the  fpot  which  great  Achilles  fliow'd. 

They  eas'd  their  Ihoulders,  and  difpos'd  the  load ;   155 

Circling  around  the  place,  where  times  to  come 

Shall  view  Patroclus'  and  Achilles'  tomb. 

The  hero  bids  his  martial  troops  appear 

High  on  their  cars,  in  all  the  pomp  of  war; 

Each  in  refulgent  arms  his  limbs  attires,  1 60 

All  mount  their  chariots,  combatants  and  fquires. 

The  chariots  firfl:  proceed,  a  fiiining  train ; 

Then  clouds  of  foot  that  fmoke  along  the  plain  ; 

Next  thefe  a  melancholy  band  appear, 

Amidfl:,  lay  dead  Patroclus  on  the  bier :  165 

O'er  all  the  corpfe  their  fcatter'd  locks  they  throw; 

Achilles  next,  oppreft  with  mighty  woe. 

Supporting  with  his  hands  the  hero's  head. 

Bends  o'er  th'  extended  body  of  the  dead. 

Patroclus  decent  on  th'  appointed  ground  i  yo 

They  place,  and  heap  the  fylvan  pile  around. 

But  great  Achilles  ftands  apart  in  prayer. 

And  from  his  head  divides  the  yellow  hair  j 

Thofe 
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Thofe  curling  locks  which  from  his  youth  he  vow'd, 
An4  facred  grew,  to  Sperchius'  honour'd  floods      175 
Then,  fighing,  to  the  deep  his  looks  he  caft. 
And  roll'd  his  eyes  around  the  watery  wafte  : 

Sperchius !  whofe  waves  in  mazy  errors-  loft 
Delightful  roll  along  my  native  coaft ! 
To  whom  we  vainly  vow'd,  at  our  return,  1 80 

Thefe  locks  to  fall,  and  hecatombs  to  burn  : 
Full  fifty  rams  to  bleed  in  facrifice. 
Where  to  the  day  thy  filver  fountains  rife, 
And  where  in  fhade  of  confecrated  bowers 
Thy  altars  ftand,  perfum'd  with  native  flowers!       185 
So  vow'd  my  father,  but  he  vow'd  in  vain  ; 
No  more  Achilles  fees  his  native  plain: 
In  that  vain  hope  thefe  hairs  no  longer  grow, 
Patrocius  bears  them  to  the  (hades  below. 

Thus  o'er  Patrocius  while  the  hero  pray'd,  190 

On  his  cold  hand  the  facred  lock  he  laid. 
Once  more  afrefh  the  Grecian  forrows  flow  : 
And  now  the  fun  had  fet  upon  their  woe. 
But  to  the  king  of  men  thus  fpoke  the  chief: 
Enough,  Atrides!  give  the  troops  relief:  ig^ 

Permit  the  mourning  legions  to  retire. 
And  let  the  chiefs  alone  attend  the  pyre ; 
The  pious  care  be  ours,  the  dead  to  burn- 
He  faid :  the  people  to  their  fhips  return  ; 
VMiile  thofe  deputed  to  inter  the  flain  200 

Heap  with  a  riling  pyramid  the  plain. 
A  hundred  foot  in  length,  a  hundred  wide, 
The  growing  ftrufture  fpreads  on  every  fide ; 

U4  High 
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High  on  the  top  the  manly  corpfe  they  lay. 

And  well-fed  fheep  and  fable  oxen  flay  :  2X>^ 

Achilles  cover'd  with  their  fat  the  dead. 

And  the  pil'd  vidtims  round  the  body  fpread  j 

Then  jars-of  honey,  and  of  fragrant  oil, 

Sufpends  around,  low-bending  a'er  the  pile. 

Four  fp rightly  courfers,  with  a  deadly  groan,  210 

Pour  forth  their  lives,  and  on  the  pyre  are  thrown. 

Of  nine  large  dogs,  domeftic  at  his  board,. 

Fall  two,  feleded  to  attend  their  lord, 

Thenlaft  of  all,  and  horrible  to  tell. 

Sad  facrifice!  twelve  Trojan  captives  fell.  2i^ 

On  thefe  the  rage  of  fire  viftorious  preys. 

Involves  and  joins  them  in  one  common  blaze. 

Smear'd  with  the  bloody  rites,  he  ftands  on  high. 

And  calls  the  fpirit  with  a  dreadful  crv  : 

All  hail,  Patroclus !  let  thy  vengeful  ghoft  jzo 

Hear,  and  exult,  on  Pluto's  dreary  coaft. 
Behold,  Achilles'  proraife  fully  paid. 
Twelve  Trojan  heroes  offer 'd  to  thy  fliade ; 
Eut  heavier  fates  on  Heftor's  corpfe  attend, 
Sav'd  from  the  flames  for  hungry  dogs  to  rend.       22^ 

So  fpake  he  threatening  :  but  the  Gods  made  vain 
His  threat,  and  guard  inviolate  the  flain ; 
Celeftial  Venus  hover'd  o'er  his  head. 
And  rofeate  unguents,  heavenly  fragrance  !  flied  : 
She  watch'dhim  all  the  night,  and  all  the  day,        230 
And  drove  the  bloodhounds  from  their  deftin'dprcy.. 
Nor  facred  Plioebus  lefs  employ'd  his  care; 
He  pour'd  around  a  veil  of  gather'd  air. 

And 
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And  kept  the  nerves  undry'd,  the  fldh  entire, 
Againft  the  folar  beam  and  Sirian  fire,  23^ 

Nor  yjet  the  pile  where  dead  Patroclus  lies^ 
Smokes,  nor  as  yet  the  fuUen  flames  arife  ;. 
But  faft  befide,  Achilles  ftood  in  prayer, 
Invok'd  the  Gods,  whofe  fpirit  moves  the  ak. 
And  vidlims  promis'd,  and  libations  caft,  24.0 

To  gentle  Zephyr  and  the  Boreal  blaft  i 
He  call'd  th'  aerial  Powers,  along  the  (liies 
To  breathe,  and  whifper  to  the  fires  to  rife. 
The  winged  Iris  heard  the  hero's  call. 
And  inftant  haften'd  to  their  airy  hall,  24,^ 

Where,  in  old  Zephyr's  open  courts  on  high^ 
Sat  all  the  bluftering  brethren  of  the  fky. 
She  flione  amidfl:  them,  on  her  painted  bow ; 
The  rocky  pavement  glitter'd  with  the  fliow. 
All  from  the  banquet  rife,  and  each  invites  2  jo 

The  various  Goddefs  to  partake  the  rites : 
Not  fo  (the  dame  reply 'd)  I  hafte  to  go 
To  facred  Ocean,  and  the  floods  below  :. 
Ev'n  now  our  folemn  hecatombs  attend. 
And  Heaven  is  feafting  on  the  world's  green  end,     25:5 
With  righteous  ^thiops  (uncorrupted  train!) 
Far  on  th'  extremeft  limits  of  the  main. 
But  Peleus'  fon  intreats,  with  facrifice. 
The  Wefl;ern  Spirit,  and  the  North,  to  rife  j 
Let  on  Patroclus  pile  your  blaft  be  driven,  z6o 

And  bear  the  blazing  honours  high  to  heaven. 

Swift  as  the  word  (he  vaniih'd  from  their  view : 
Swift  as  the  word  the  winds  tumultuous  flew ; 

Forth 
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Forth  burft  the  ftocmy  band  with  thundering  roar. 

And  heaps  on  heaps  the  clouds  are  toft  before.  26^ 

To  the  wide  main  then  ftooping  from  the  Ikies, 

The  heaving  deeps  in  watery  mountains  rife : 

Troy  feels  the  blaft  along  her  fliaking  walls,   . 

Till  on  the  pile  the  gather 'd  tempeft  falls. 

The  ftrufture  crackles  in  the  roaring  fires,  270 

And  all  the  night  the  plenteous  flame  afpires. 

All  night  Achilles  hails  Patroclus'  foul. 

With  large  libations  from  the  golden  bowl. 

As  a  poor  father,  helplefs  and  undone. 

Mourns  o'er  the  afhes  of  an  only  fon,  275; 

Takes  a  fad  pleafure  the  laft  bones  to  burn. 

And  pour  in  tears,  ere  yet  they  clofe  the  urn : 

So  ftay'd  Achilles,  circling  round  the  fliore. 

So  watch'd  the  flames,  till  now  they  flame  no  more. 

*T%vas  when,  emerging  through  the  fhadcs  of  night. 

The  morning  planet  told  th'  approach  of  light ; 

And  faft  behind,  Aurora's  warmer  ray 

O'er  the  broad  ocean  pour'd  the  golden  day  : 

Then  funk  the  blaze,  the  pile  no  longer  burn'd. 

And  to  their  caves  the  whiftling  winds  return 'd ;       28^ 

Acrofs  the  Thracian  feas  their  courfe  they  bore ; 

The  ruffled  feas  beneath  their  paflage  roar. 

Then  parting  from  the  pile  he  ceas'd  to  weep. 
And  funk  to  quiet  in  th'  embrace  of  fleep, 
Exhaufted  with  his  grief:  meanwhile  the  croud      290 
Of  thronging  Grecians  round  Achilles  ftood  ; 
The  tumult  wak'd  him :  from  his  eyes  he  (liook 
XJjiwillino;  flumber,  and  the  chiefs  befpoke :   • 

Yc 
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Ye  kings  and  princes  of  th'  Achaian  name ! 
Firft  let  us  quench  the  yet  remaining  flame  29^ 

With  fable  wine;  then  (as  the  rites  dired)    . 
The  hero's  bones  with  careful  view  feleft  : 
(Apart,  and  eafy  to  be  known,  they  lie 
Amidft  the  heap,  and  obvious  to  the  eye: 
The  reft  around  the  margin  will  be  fttn.  ^om 

Promifcuous,  fteeds  and  imolated  men). 
Thefe,  wrapt  in  double  cawls  of  fat,  prepare ; 
And  in  the  golden  vafe  difpofe  with  care; 
There  let  them  reft,  with  decent  honour  laid. 
Till  I  fhall  follow  to  th'  infernal  fhade.  305 

Meantime  ereft  the  tomb  with  pious  hands, 
A  common  ftruclureon  the  humble  fands; 
Hereafter  Greece  fome  nobler  work  may  raife. 
And  late  pofterity  record  our  praife. 

The  Greeks  obey;  where  yet  the  embers  glow,  310 
Wide  o'er  the  pile  the  fable  wine  they  throw. 
And  deep  fubfides  the  afliy  heap  below. 
Next,  the  white  bones  his  fad  companions  place. 
With  tears  colledted,  in  the  golden  vafe. 
The  facred  relicks  to  the  tent  they  bore  ;  315; 

The  urn  a  veil  of  linen  cover'd  o'er. 
That  done,  they  bid  the  fepulchre  afpire. 
And  caft  the  deep  foundations  round  the  pyre; 
High  in  the  midft  they  heap  the  fwelling  bed 
Of  rifing  earth,  memorial  of  the  dead.  3  20 

The  fwarming  populace  the  chief  detains. 
And  leads  amidft  a  wide  extent  of  plains ; 
There  plac'd  them  round  :  then  from  the  fhips  proceed* 
A  train  of  oxen,  mules,  and  ftately  ftesds, 

Vafes 
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Vafes  and  tripods  (for  the  funeral  games)  32^ 

Refplendent  brafs,  and  more  refplendent  dames. 

Firft  ftood  the  prizes  to  reward  the  force 

Of  rapid  racers  in  the  dufty  courfe  : 

A  woman  for  the  firlt,  in  beauty's  bloom, 

Skill'd  in  the  needle,  and  the  labouring  loom  ;         33« 

And  a  large  vafe,  where  two  bright  handles  rife. 

Of  twenty  meafures  its  capacious  fize. 

The  fecond  viftor  claims  a  mare  unbroke. 

Big  with  a  mule,  unknowing  of  the  yoke  : 

The  third  a  charger  yet  untouch'd  by  flame  ;  33 ^ 

Four  ample  meafures  held  the  fhiaing  frame  ; 

Two  golden  talents  for  the  fourth  were  plac'd; 

An  ample  double  bowl  contents  the  laft. 

Thefe  in  fair  order  rang'd  upon  the  plain. 

The  hero,  rifing,  thus  addreft  the  train :  340 

Behold  the  prizes,  valiant  Greeks !  decreed 
To  brave  the  rulers  of  the  racing  fteed ; 
Prizes  which  none  befide  ourfelf  could  gain. 
Should  our  immortal  courfers  take  the  plain 
(A  race  unrival'd,^  which  from  Ocean's  God  3^^ 

Peleus  receiv'd,^  and  on  his  fan  beflow'd). 
But  this  no  time  our  vigour  to  difplay  ; 
Nor  fuit  with  them  the  games  of  this  fad  day ; 
Loft  is  Patroclus  now,  that  wont  to  deck 
Their  flowing  manes,  and  fleek  their  glofTy  neck.    350 
Sad,  as  they  fhar'd  in  human  grief,  they  Hand, 
And  trail  thofe  graceful  honours  on  the  fand ; 
Let  others  for  the  noble  tafk  prepare. 
Who  truft  the  courfer,  and  tlie  flying  car,. 

Fit'd 
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FIr'd  at  his  word,  the  rival  racers  rife  ;  355 

But  far  the  firlr,  Eumelus,  hopes  the  prize, 
Fam'd  through  Pieria  for  the  fleeteft  breed. 
And  fliill'd  to  manage  the  high-bounding  fteed. 
With  equal  ardouT  bold  Tydides  fwell'd. 
The  fteeds  of  Tros  beneath  his  yoke  compell'd  360 

(Which  late  obey'd  the  Dardan  chief's  command. 
When  fcarce  a  God  redeem'd  him  from  his  hand). 
Then  Menelalis  his  Podaro;us  brin2;s. 
And  the  fam'd  courfer  of  the  kinsj  of  king-s  : 
"Whom  rich  Echepolus  (more  rich  than  brave)  36^^ 

To  'fcape  the  wars,  to  Agamemnon  gave, 
(^the  her  name)  at  home  to  end  his  days ; 
Bafe  wealth  preferring  to  eternal  praife. 
Next  him  Antilochus  demands  the  courfe, 
"With  beating  heart,  and  chears  his  Pylian  horfe,     370 
Experienc'd  Neftor  gives  Iiis  fon  the  reins, 
Direds  his  judgment,  and  his  heat  reftrains ; 
Nor  idly  warns  the  hoary  lire,  nor  hears 
The  prudent  fon  with  unattending  ears : 

My  fon!  though  youthful  ardour  fire  thy  breaft,  37.^ 
The  Gods  have  lov'd  thee,  and  with  arts  have  bleft, 
Neptune  and  Jove  on  thee  conferr'd  the  Ikifl, 
Swift  round  the  goail  to  turn  the  flying  wheel. 
To  guide  thy  conduft,  little  precept  needs  ; 
Eut  flow,  and  paft  their  vigour,  are  my  fteeds.        380 
Fear  not  thy  rivals,  though  for  fwiftnefs  known.; 
Compare  thofe  rivals'  judgment,  and  thy  own: 
It  is  not  ftrength,  but  art,  obtains  the  prize, 
Aad  to  be  fwift  is  lefs  than  to  be  wife. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  more  by  art,  than  force  of  numerous  ftrokes,    385' 

The  dextrous  woodman  fhapes  the  ftubborn  oaks; 

By  art  the  pilot,  through  the  boiling  deep 

And  howling  tempeft,  fleers  the  fearlefs  (hip  ; 

And  'tis  the  artift  wins  the  glorious  courfe, 

Not  thofe  who  truft  in  chariots  and  in  horfe.  390 

In  vain  ;  unfkilful,  to  the  goal  they  ftrive. 

And  (hort,  or  wide,  th'  ungovern'd  courfer  drive  : 

While  with  fure  Ikill,  though  with  inferiour  ftceds. 

The  knowing  racer  to  his  end  proceeds ; 

r'Fix'd  on  the  goal  his  eye  fore-runs  the  courfe,         39^ 
His  hand  unerring  fteers  the  fteady  horfe. 
And  now  contrafts  or  now  extends  the  rein, 
Obferving  ftill  the  foremoft  on  the  plain. 
Mark  then  the  goal,  'tis  eafy  to  be  found  ; 
-Yon  aged  trunk,  a  cubit  from  the  ground ;  400 

Of  fome  once  ftately  oak  the  laft  remains. 
Or  hardy  fir,  unperi(h'd  with  the  rains : 
Inclos'd  with  ftones,  confpicuous  from  afar  j 
And  round,  a  circle  for  the  wheeling  car 
{Some  tomb,  perhaps,  of  old,  the  dead  to  grace ;       405 
Or  then,  as  now,  the  limit  of  a  race) ; 
Bear  clofe  to  this,  and  warily  proceed, 
A  little  bending  to  the  left-hand  fteed : 
But  urge  the  right,  and  give  him  all  the  reins; 
'While  thy  ftrid  hand  his  fellow's  head  reftrains,      4^0 
And  turns  him  fhort ;  till,  doubling  as  they  roll. 
The  wheel's  roun,d  naves  appear  to  brufli  the  goal. 
Yet  (not  to  break  the  car,  or  lame  the  horfe) 
Clear  of  the  ftony  heap  dired  the  courfe  j 

■:-r  ^"  Left, 
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Left,  through  incaution  failing,  thoumay'ftbe       415' 
A  joy  to  others,  a  reproach  to  me. 
So  fhalt  thou  pafs  the  goal,  fecure  of  mind. 
And  leave  unfkilful  fwiftnefs  far  behind  ; 
Though  thy  fierce  rival  drove  the  matchlefs  fteed 
Which  bore  Adraftus,  of  celeftial  breed  ;  ^2© 

Or  the  fam'd  race,  through  all  the  regions  known. 
That  whirl'd  the  car  of  proud  Laomedon. 

Thus  (nought  unfaid)  the  much-adviling  fage 
Concludes  ;  then  fate,  ftifF  with  unwieldy  age. 
Next  bold  Meriones  was  feen  to  rife,  42  j 

The  laft,  but  not  leaft  ardent  for  the  prize. 
They  mount  their  feats ;  the  lots  their  place  difpofe 
(Roll'd  in  his  helmet,  thefe  Achilles  throws). 
Young  Neftor  leads  the  race  :  Eumelus  then  ; 
And  next,  the  brother  of  the  king  of  men:  430 

Thy  lot,  Meriones,  the  fourth  was  caft  ; 
And  far  the  braveft,  Diomed,  was  laft. 
They  ftand  in  order,  an  impatient  train; 
Pelides  points  the  barrier  on  the  plain. 
And  fends  before  old  Phoenix  to  the  place,  4  jj 

To  mark  the  racers,  and  to  judge  the  race. 
At  once  the  courfers  from  the  barrier  bound ; 
The  lifted  fcourges  all  at  once  refound  ; 
Their  hearts,  their  eyes,  their  voice,  they  fend  before ; 
And  up  the  champaign  thunder  from  the  fhore  :         440 
Thick,  where  they  drive,  the  dufty  clouds  arife. 
And  the  loft  courfer  in  the  whirlwind  flies ; 
Loofe  on  their  ftioulders  the  long  manes,  reclin'd. 
Float  in  their-fpeed,  and  dance  upon  the  wind : 

2  The 
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The  fmdking  chariots,  rapid  as  they  bound,  44.5 

Now  feem  to  touch  the  Iky,  and  now  the  ground. 

While,  hot  for  fame,  and  conqueft  all  their  care, 

(Each  o'er  his  flying  courfer  hung  in  air) 

Ereft  with  ardour,  pois"d  upon  the  rein. 

They  pant,  they  ftretch,  they  fliout  along  the  plain.  450 

Now  (the  Lift  compafs  fetch'd  around  the  goal) 

At  the  near  prize  each  gathers  all  his  foul. 

Each  burns  with  double  hope,  with  double  pain, 

Tears  up  the  fhore,  and  thunders  toward  the  main, 

Firft.flew  Eumelus  on  Pheretian  fteeds;  45^ 

"With  thofe  of  Tros  bold  Diomed  fucceeds: 

Clofe  on  Eumelus'  back  they  puff  the  wind. 

And  feem  juft  mounting  on  his  car  behind ; 

Full  on  his  neck  he  feels  the  fultry  breeze. 

And,  hovering  o'er,  their  ftretching  fhadow  fees.      460 

Then  had  he  loft,  or  left  a  doubtful  prize  : 

But  angry  Phoebus  to  Tydides  flies. 

Strikes  from  his  hand  the  fcourge,  and  renders  vain 

His  matchlefs  horfes'  labour  on  the  plain. 

3Rage  fills  his  eye,  with  anguifh  to  furvey,  46^ 

Snatch'd  from  his  hope,  the  glories  of  the  day. 

The  fraud  cekftial  Pallas  fees  with  pain. 

Springs  to  her  knight,  and  gives  the  fcourge  again. 

And  fills  his  fteeds  with  vigour.     At  a  ftroke. 

She  breaks  his  rival's  chariot  from  the  yoke;  470 

Nor  more  their  way  the  ftartled  horfes  held ; 

Tlie  car  revers'd  came  rattling  on  the  field; 

Shot  headlong  from  his  feat,  befide  the  wheel, 

ProaeoH  the  dull  th'  unhappy  mailer  fellj 

His 
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His  batter'd  face  and  elbows  ftrike  the  ground ;       47^ 
Kofe,  mouth,  and  front,  one  undiftinguifh'd  wound: 
Grief  flops  his  voice,  a  torrent  drowns  his  eyes; 
Before  him  far  the  glad  Tydides  flies ; 
Minerva's  fpirit  drives  his  matchlefs  pace. 
And  crowns  him  viftor  of  the  labour'd  race.  480 

The  next,  though  diftant,  Menelaus  fucceeds ; 
While  thus  young  Neftor  animates  his  deeds : 
Now,  now,  my  generous  pair,  exert  your  force  ; 
Not  that  we  hope  to  match  Tydides'  horfe. 
Since  great  Minerva  wings  their  rapid  way,  4^5 

And  gives  their  lord  the  honours  of  the  day. 
But  reach  Atrides!  fhall  his  mare  out-go 
Your  fvviftnefs,  vanquifn'd  by  a  female  foe  ? 
Through  your  negleft,  if  lagging  on  the  plain 
The  laft  ignoble  gift  be  all  we  gain ;  4r;o 

No  morefliall  Neftor's  hand  your  food  fupply, 
The  old  man's  fury  rifes,  and  ye  die. 
Hafte  then ;  yon  narrow  road  before  our  fight 
Prefents  th'  occafion,  could  we  ufe  it  right. 

Thus  he.  The  courfers  at  their  mafter's  threat       455; 
With  quicker  fteps  the  founding  champain  bear. 
And  now  Antilochus  with  nice  furvey 
Obferves  the  compafs  of  the  hollow  way. 
'Twas  where,  by  force  of  wintery  torrents  torn, 
Faft  by  the  road  a  precipice  was  worn  :  ^00 

Here,  where  but  one  could  pafs  to  fhun  the  throng. 
The  Spartan  hero's  chariot  fmok'd  along. 
Clofe  up  the  venturous  youth  refolves  to  keep. 
Still  edging  near,  and  bears  him  tow'rd  the  fteep. 

Vol,  XLIX.  X  Atrides, 
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Atrides,  trembling,  cafts  his  eye  below,  jo^ 

And  wonders  at  the  rafhnefs  of  his  foe. 
Hold,  ftay  your  fteeds — What  madnefs  thus  to  ride 
This  narrow  way !    Take  larger  field  (he  cry'd) 
Or  both  muft  fall— Atrides  cry'd  in  vain  ; 
He  flies  more  faft,  and  throws  up  all  the  rein*         510 
Far  as  an  able  arm  the  difk  can  fend. 
When  youthful  rivals  their  full  force  extend, 
fio  far,  Antilochus !  thy  chariot  flew 
Before  the  king :  he,  cautious,  backward  drew 
His  horfe  compell'd  ;  foreboding  in  his  fears  5 1  ^ 

The  rattling  ruin  of  the  clafliing  cars. 
The  floundering  courfers  rolling  on  the  plain. 
And  conquefl:  loft  through  frantic  hafte  to  gain  : 
But  thus  upbraids  his  rival,  as  he  flies ; 
Go,  furious  youth !  ungenerous  and  unwife  I  520 

Go,  but  expeiTl  not  I'll  the  prize  refign;— 
Add  perjury  tc  fraud,  and  make  it  thine* 
Then  to  his  fteeds  with  all  his  force  he  cries  ; 
Befwift,  be  vigorous,  and  regain  the  prize! 
Your  rivals,  deftitute  of  youthful  force,  52 ^ 

With  fainting  knees  ftiall  labour  in  the  courfe. 
And  yield  the  glory  yours — l"he  fteeds  obey ;  "J 

Already  at  their  heels  they  wing  their  way,  ^ 

And  feem  already  to  retrieve  the  day.  J 

'  Meantime  theGrecians  in  a  ring  beheld  530 

The  courfers  bounding  o'er  the  dufty  field. 
The  firft  who  mark'd  them  \vas  the  Cretan  king ; 
J{igh  on  a  rifing  ground,  above  the  ring, 
Tlic  monarch  fate:  from  whence  with  fure  furvey 
He  well  obferv'd  the  chief  who  led  the  way,  53  J 

Aud 
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And  heard  from  far  his  animating  cries. 

And  faw  the  foremoft  fteed  with  Iharpen'd  eyes ; 

On  whofe  broad  front,  a  blaze  of  fhining  white. 

Like  the  full  moon,  flood  obvious  to  the  fight. 

He  faw;  and,  rifing,  to  the  Greeks  begun;  54Q 

Are  yonder  horfe  difcern'd  by  me  alone  ? 

Or  can  ye,  all,  another  chief  furvey. 

And  other  fteeds,  than  lately  led  the  v\-ay  ? 

Thofe,  though  the  fwifteft,  by  fome  God  withheld, 

Lie  fure  difabled  in  the  middle  field ;  54  j 

For,  fince  the  goal  they  doubled,  round  the  plain 

I  fearch  to  find  them,  but  I  fearch  in  vain. 

Perchance  the  reins  forfook  the  driver's  hand. 

And,  turn'd  too  Ihort,  he  tumbled  on  the  ftrand. 

Shot  from  the  chariot ;  while  his  courfers  ftray         5  /j'o 

With  frantic  fury  from  the  deftin'd  way. 

Rife  then  fome  other,  and  inform  my  fight 

(For  thefe  djm  eyes,  perhaps,  difcern  not  right) 

Yet  fure. he  feems  (to  judge  by  fhape  and  air) 

The  great  yEtolian  chief,  renown'd  in  war.  ^-^ 

Old  man !   (Oileu's  rafhly  thus  replies) 
Thy  tongue  too  haftily  confers  the  prize  ; 
Of  thofe  who  view  the  courfe,  not  fliarpefl-ey'd, 
Kor  youngcft,  5  et  the  readieft  to  decide. 
Eumelus' fleeds  high-bounding  in  the  chace,  '560 

Still,  as  at  firft,  unrival'd  lead  the  race; 
I  well  difcern  him  as  he  fhakes  the  rein. 
And  hear  his  flwuts  viftorious  o'er  the  plain. 

Thus  he.     Idomeneus,  incens'd,  rejoin'd  : 
Earbarous  of  wordi !  and  arrogant  of  mind!  j6; 

X  z  Contra- 
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Contentious  prince,  of  all  the  Greeks  beflde 

The  laft  in  merit,  as  the  firil  in  pride  : 

To  vile  reproach  what  anfwer  can  we  make  ? 

A  goblet  or  a  tripod  let  us  ftake. 

And  be  the  king  the  judge.     The  moft  unwife         570 

Will  learn  their  rafhnefs,  when  they  pay  the  prize. 

He  faid  :  and  Ajax,  by  mad  paffion  borne. 
Stern  had  reply'd ;  fierce  fcorn  enhancing  fcorn 
To  fell  extremes  :  but  Thetis'  god-like  fon 
Awful  amidft  them  rofe,  and  thus  begun  :  57  j 

Forbear,  ye  chiefs !  reproachful  to  contend ;  0 

Much  would  you  blame,  fhould  others  thus  offend ;      ?• 
And  lo !  th'  approaching  fteeds  your  conteft  end.  J 

No  fooner  had  he  fpoke,  but,  thundering  near. 
Drives  through  a  ftream  of  duft  the  charioteer.        580 
High  o'er  his  head  the  circling  lafh  he  wields  ; 
His  bounding  horfes  fcarcely  touch  the  fields: 
His  car  amidft  the  dufty  whirlwind  roll'd. 
Bright  v/ith  the  mingled  blaze  of  tin  and  gold. 
Refulgent  through  the  cl«ud ;  no  eye  could  find      ^i^ 
The  track  his  flying  wheels  had  left  behind : 
And  the  fierce  courfers  urg'd  their  rapid  pace 
So  fwift,  it  feem'd  a  flight,  and  not  a  race. 
Kow  vidor  at  the  goal  Tydides  Hands, 
t^its  his  bright  car,  and  fprings  upon  the  fands ;  5-90 
from  the  hot  fteeds  the  fweaty  torrents  ftream ; 
The  well-piy'd  whip  is  hung  athwart  the  beam  : 
With  joy  brave  Sthenelus  receives  the  prize. 
The  tripod-vafe,  and  dame  with  radiant  eyes: 
Tbefe  to  the  fliips  his  train  triumphant  leads,  59.J 

TJbe  eliief  himfelf  unyokes  the  panting  fteeds. 

Young 
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Young  Neftor  follows  (who  by  art,  not  force, 
O'er-paft  Atrides)  fecond  in  the  courfe. 
.Behind,  Atrides  urg'd  the  race,  more  near 
Than  to  the  courfer  in  his  fwift  career  6o» 

The  following  car,  juft  touching  with  his  heel 
And  brufliing  with  his  tail  the  whirling  wheel : 
Such  and  fo  narrow  now  the  fpace  between 
The  rivals,  late  fo  diftant  on  the  green; 
So  foon  fwift  iEthe  her  loft  ground  regain'd,  609 

One  length,  one  moment,  had  the  race  obtain'd. 

Merion  purfued,  at  greater  diftance  ftill. 
With  tardier  courfers,  and  inferiour  flcill. 
Laft  came,  Admetus !  thy  unhappy  fon  :  1 

Slow  dragg'd  the  fteeds  his  batter'd  chariot  on:      610  J* 
Achilles  faw,  and  pitying  thus  begun :  3 

Behold !  the  man  whofe  matchlefs  art  furpaft 
The  fons  of  Greece !  the  ableft,  yet  the  laft  ! 
Fortune  denies,  but  juftice  bids  us  pay  f 

{Since  great  Tydides  bears  the  firft  away)  ^'5  f 

To  him  the  fecond  honours  of  the  day.  J 

The  Greeks  confent  with  loud  applauding  cries ; 
And  then  Eumelus  had  received  the  prize. 
But  youthful  Neftor,  jealous  of  his  fame, 
Th'  award  oppofes,  and  afferts  his  claim.  620 

Think  not  (he  cries)  I  tamely  will  refign, 
O  Peleus' fon!  the  mare  fo  juftly  mine. 
What  if  the  Gods,  the  fkilful  to  confound. 
Have  thrown  the  horfe  and  horfeman  to  the  groun4  ?. 
•Perhaps  he  fought  not  Heaven  by  facrifice,  6jf 

And  VQVvs  omitted  forfeited  the  prize. 

X3     .  If 
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If  yet  (diftinftion  to  thy  friend  to  fhow. 

And  pleafe  a  foul  defirous  to  beftow) 

Some  gift  muft  grace  Eumelus  ;  view  thy  ftore 

Of  beauteous  handmaids,  fteeds,  and  (hining  ore  ;    6jO 

An  ample  prefent  let  him  thence  receive. 

And  Greece  fiiall  praife  thy  generous  thirft  to  give. 

But  this  my  prize  I  never  fhall  forego  : 

This,  who  but  touches,  warriours !  is  my  foe. 

Thus  fpake  the  youth ;  nor  did  his  words  offend  ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  well-turn'd  flattery  of  a  friend, 
Achilles  fmil'd:  the  gift  propos'd  (he  cr)''dj 
Antilochus!  we  fhall  ourfelf  provide. 
With  plates  of  brafs  the  corfelet  cover'd  o'er 
(The  fame  renown'd  Afteropasus  wore)  640 

Whofe  glittering  margins  rais'd  with  filver  fliine, 
(No  vulgar  gift)  Eumelus,  fliall  be  thine. 

He  faid  :  Automedon  at  his  command 
The  corfelet  brought,  and  gave  it  to  his  hand. 
Diftinguifli'd  by  his  friend,  his  bofom  glows  645 

With  generous  joy  :  then  Menelaiis  rofe ; 
The  herald  plac'd  the  fceptre  in  his  hands. 
And  ftiU'd  the  clamour  of  the  fliouting  bands. 
Not  without  caufe  incens'd  at  Neftor's  fon. 
And  inly  grieving,  thus  the  king  begun  :  650 

The  praife  of  wifdom,  in  thy  youth  obtaln'd. 
An  afl:  fo  rafh,  Antilochus,  has  ftain'd. 
Robb'd  of  my  glory  and  my  juft  reward. 
To  you,  O  Grecians !  be  my  wrong  declar'd : 
So  not  a  leader  fhall  our  conduft  blame,  655; 

Or  judge  me  envious  of  a  rival's  farae« 

%  But 
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But  fhall  not  we,  ourfelvcs,  the  truth  maintain  ? 
What  needs  appealing  in  a  fa6t  (o  plain  ? 
What  Greek  fhall  blame  me,  if  I  bid  thee  rife. 
And  vindicate  by  oath  th'  ill-gotten  prize?  660 

Rife  if  thou  dar'ft,  before  thy  chariot  ftand. 
The  driving  fcourge  high-lifted  in  thy  hand; 
And  touch  thy  fteeds,  and  fwear,  thy  whole  intent 
Was  but  to  conquer,  not  to  circumvent. 
Swear  by  that  God  whofe  liquid  arms  furround      665" 
The  globe,   and  whofe  dread  earthquakes  heave  the 
ground. 

The  prudent  chief  with  calm  attention  heard  ; 
Then  mildly  thus  :  Excufe,  if  youth  nave  err'd  : 
Superior  as  thou  art,  forgive  th'  offence, 
Nor  I  thy  equal,  or  in  years,  or  {en{e.  6"© 

Thou  know'ft  the  errors  of  unripen'd  age. 
Weak  are  its  counfels,  headlong  is  its  rage. 
The  prize  I  quit,  if  thou  thy  wrath  refign; 
The  mare,  or  aught  thou  afk'ft,  be  freely  thine: 
Ere  I  become  (from  thy  dear  friendfliip  torn]  67  c 

Hateful  to  thee,  and  to  the  Gods  forfworn. 

So  fpoke  Antilochus :  and  at  the  word 
The  mare  contefted  to  the  king  reftor'd. 
Joy  fwells  his  foul :  as  when  the  vernal  grain 
Lifts  the  green  ear  above  the  fpringing  plain,         680 
The  fields  their  vegetable  life  renew. 
And  laugh  and  glitter  with  the  morning  dew  ; 
Such  joy  the  Spartan's  fhining  face  o'erfpread. 
And  lifted  his  gay  heart,  while  thus  he  faid  : 

Still  may  our  fouls,  O  generous  youth  I  agree,    6S^ 
*Tis  now  Atrides'  turn  to  yield  to  thee. 

X  4  Ralh 
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Ra(h  heat  perhaps  a  moment  might  control. 

Not  break,  the  fettled  temper  of  thy  foul. 

Not  but  (my  friend)  'tis  fti.Il  the  wifer  way 

To  wave  contention  with  fuperior  fway  ;  690 

For  ah !  how  few,  who  fhould  like  thee  oiFend, 

Like  thee  have  talents  to  regain  the  friend ! 

To  plead  indulgence,  and  thy  fault  atone. 

Suffice  thy  father's  merit  and  thy  own : 

Generous  alike,  for  me,  the  fire  and  fon  695 

Have  greatly  fufFer'd,  and  have  greatly  done. 

1  yield ;  that  all  may  know,  my  foul  can  bend. 

Nor  is  my  pride  preferr'd  before  my  friend. 

Hefaid;  and,  pleas'd  his  paffion  to  command, 
Refign'd  the  courfer  to  Noeman's  hand,  700 

friend  of  the  youthful  chief:  himfelf  content, 
The  fiiining  charger  to  his  veflel  fent. 
The  golden  talents  Merion  next  obtain'd  ; 
The  fifth  reward,  the  double  bowl,  remain'd. 
Achilles  this  to  reverend  Neftor  bears. 
And  thus  the  purpofe  of  his  gift  declares : 

Accept  thou  this,  O  facred  fire  !   (he  faid) 
In  dear  memorial  of  Patroclus  dead  ; 
Dead,  and  for  ever  loft,  Patroclus  lies. 
For  ever  fnatch'd  from  our  defiring  eyes  ?  710 

Take  thou  this  token  of  a  grateful  heart. 
Though  'tis  not  thine  to  hurl  the  diftant  dart. 
The  quoit  to  tofs,  the  ponderous  mace  to  wield. 
Or  urge  the  race,  or  wreftle  on  the  field. 
Thy  priftine  vigour  age  has  overthrown,  7 1 5 

But  left  tlie  glory  of  the  paft  thy  own. 

Us 
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He  faidy  and  plac'd  the  goblet  at  his  fide  ; 
With  joy  the  venerable  king  reply'd  : 

Wifely  and  well,  my  fon,  thy  words  have  prov'd 
A  fenior  honour'd,  and  a  friend  belov'd!  720 

Too  true  it  is,  deferted  of  my  ftrength, 
Thefe  wither'd  arms  and  limbs  have  fail'd  at  length. 
Oh!  had  I  now  that  force  I  felt  of  yore. 
Known  through  Buprafium  and  the  Pylian  fhore ! 
Viftorious  then  in  every  folemn  game,  725 

Ordain'd  to  Amarynces'  mighty  name  ; 
The  brave  Epeians  gave  my  glory  way, 
iEtoliarts,  Pylians,  all  refign  the  day. 
I  quell'd  Clytomedes  in  fights  of  hand. 
And  backward  hurl'd  Ancjeus  on  the  fand,  730 

Surpaft  Iphyclus  in  the  fwift  career, 
Phyleus  and  Polydorus  with  the  fpear. 
The  fons  of  After  won  the  prize  of  horfe. 
But  won  by  numbers,  not  by  art  or  force : 
For  the  fam'd  twins,  impatient  to  furvey  73^ 

Prize  after  prize  by  Neftor  borne  away. 
Sprung  to  their  car ;  and  with  united  pains 
One  lafli'd  the  courfers,  while  one  rul'd  the  reins. 
Such  once  I  was !     Now  to  thefe  ta(ks  fucceeds 
A  younger  race,  that  emulate  our  deeds :  740 

I  yield,  alas !  (to  age  who  muft  not  yield  ?) 
Though  once  the  foremoft  hero  of  the  field. 
Go  thou,  my  fon!  by  generous  friendfhip  led. 
With  martial  honours  decorate  the  dead ; 
While  pleas'd  I  take  the  gift  thy  hands  prefent         745^ 
(Pledge  of  benevolence,  and  kind  intent) ; 

Rejoic'd, 
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.Rejolc'd,  of  all  the  numerous  Greeks,  to  fee 

Not  one  but  honours  facred  age  and  me : 

Thofe  due  diftindions  thou  fo  well  canft  pay. 

May  the  juft  Gods  return  another  day !  7  ;o 

Proud  of  the  gift,  thus  fpake  the  full  of  days. 
Achilles  heard  him,  prouder  of  the  praife. 

The  prizes  next  are  order'd  to  the  field. 
For  the  bold  champions  who  the  cseftus  wield. 
A  ftately  mule,  as  yet  by  toils  unbroke,  7^^ 

Of  fix  years  age,  unconfcious  of  the  yoke. 
Is  to  the  Circus  led,  and  firmly  bound ; 
Next  Hands  a  goblet,  maffy,  large,  and  round. 
Achilles,  rifmg,  thus :  Let  Greece  excite 
Two  heroes  equal  to  this  hardy  fight ;  760 

"Who  dare  the  foe  with  lifted  arms  provoke. 
And  rufh  beneath  the  long-defcending  ftroke. 
On  whom  Apollo  fnall  the  palm  beftow. 
And  whom  the  Greeks  fupreme  by  conqueft  know. 
This  mule  his  dauntlefs  labours  fhall  repay ;  76 j 

The  vanquifh'd  bear  the  mafly  bowl  away. 

This  dreadful  combat  great  Epeus  chofej 
High  o'er  the  croud,  enormous  bulk  !  he  rofe. 
And  feiz'd  the  beaft,  and  thus  began  to  fay  ; 
Stand  forth  fome  man,  to  bear  the  bowl  away!         770 
(i*rize  of  his  ruin  :)  for  who  dares  deny 
This  mule  my  right ;  th'  undoubted  viftor  I  ? 
Others,  'tis  own'd,  in  fields  of  battle  fhine. 
But  the  firft  honours  of  this  fight  are  mine ; 
For  who  excels  in  all  ?     Then  let  my  foe  775 

Draw  near,  but  firft  his  certain  fortune  know ;   _    .   . 

Secure, 
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Secure,  this  hand  fhall  his  whole  frame  confound, 
Mafh  all  his  bones,  and  all  his  body  pound  : 
So  let  his  friends  be  nigh,  a  needful  train. 
To  heave  the  batter'd  carcafe  off  the  plain.  780 

The  giant  fpoke ;  and  in  a  ftupid  gaze 
The  hoft  beheld  him,  filent  with  amaze  ! 
'Twas  thou,  Euryalus!  who  durft  afpire 
To  meet  his  might,  and  emulate  thy  fire. 
The  great  Meciftheus ;  who  in  days  of  yore  785' 

In  Theban  games  the  nobleft  trophy  bore, 
(The  games  ordain'd  dead  Oedipus  to  grace) 
And  fmgly  vanquifh'd  the  Cadmasan  race. 
Him  grea;t  Tydides  urges  to  contend, 
Warm'd  with  the  hopes  of  conqueft  for  his  friend ;  790 
Officious  with  the  cinfture  girds  him  round; 
And  to  his  wrift  the  gloves  of  death  are  bound. 
Amid  the  circle  now  each  champion  ftands. 
And  poifeshigh  in  air  his  iron  hands ; 
With  clafhing  gauntlets  now  they  fiercely  clofe,   795"  1 
Their  crackling  jaws  re-echo  to  the  blows,  r 

And  painful  fweat  from  all  their  members  flows,       "* 
At  length  Epeus  dealt  a  weighty  blow. 
Full  on  the  cheek  of  his  unwary  foe ; 
Beneath  that  ponderous  arm's  refiftlefs  fway  800 

Down  dropt  he,  nervelefs,  and  extended  lay.  =•  • 

As  a  large  fifh,  when  winds  and  waters  roar,  .," 

By  fome  huge  billow  dafli'd  againft  the  fhore. 
Lies  panting :  not  lefs  batter'd  with  his  wound. 
The  bleeding  hero  pants  upon  the  ground.  80^ 

To  rear  his  fallen  foe,  the  vidlor  lends,  ^• 

SCrornful,  his  hand  j  and  gives  him  to  his  friends; 

Whofc 


$i6  P  O  P  E  '  S    H  O  M  E  R. 

Whofe  arms  fupport  him  reeling  through  the  throng. 
And  dragging  his  difabled  legs  along; 
Nodding,  his  head  hangs  down  his  fhoulder  o'er  ;  8  ro 
His  mouth  and  noftrils  pour  the  clotted  gore  ; 
Wrapt  round  in  mifts  he  lies,  and  loft  to  thought ; 
His  friends  receive  the  bowl,  too  dearly  bought. 

The  third  bold  game  Achilles  next  demands. 
And  calls  the  wreftlers  to  the  level  fands  :  815 

A  mafly  tripod  for  the  viftor  lies. 
Of  twice  fix  oxen  its  reputed  price; 
And  next,  the  lofer's  fpirits  to  reftore, 
A  female  captive,  valued  but  at  four. 
Scarce  did  the  chief  the  vigorous  ftrife  propofe,       820 
When  tower-like  Ajax  and  Ulyfles  rofe. 
Amid  the  ring  each  nervous  rival  ftands. 
Embracing  rigid  with  implicit  hands : 
Clofe  lock'd  above,  their  heads  and  arms  are  mixt ; 
Below,  their  planted  feet  at  diftance  fixt:  825 

Like  two' ftrong  rafters  which  the  builder  forms. 
Proof  to  the  wintery  wind  and  howling  ftorms, 
'f  heir  tops  conneded,  but  at  wider  fpace 
Fixt  on  the  centre  ftands  their  folid  bafe. 
Now  to  the  grafp  each  manly  body  bends ;  830 

■*rhe  humid  fweat  from  every  pore  defcends ; 
Their  bones  refound  with  blows :  fides,  Ihoulders,  thighs. 
Swell  to  each  gripe,  and  bloody  tumours  rife. 
Nor  could  Ulyfles,  for  his  art  renown'd, 
O'erturn  the  ftrength  of  Ajax  on  the  ground  ;         S^^ 
Nor  could  the  ftrength  of  Ajax  overthrow 
The  watchful  caution  of  his  artful  foe. 

While 
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Willie  the  long  ftrife  ev'n  tir'd  the  lookers-on. 
Thus  to  Ulyffes  fpoke  great  Telamon  : 
Or  let  me  lift  thee,  chief,  or  lift  thou  me ;  8^0 

Prove  we  our  force,  and  Jove  the  reft  decree. 

He  faid ;  and,  ftraining,  heav'd  him  off  the  ground    ' 
With  matchlefs  ftrength ;  that  time  Ulyffes  found 
The  ftrength  t'  evade,  and  where  the  nerves  combine 
His  ankle  ftruck:  the  giant  fell  fupine  ;  84c 

Ulyffes,  following,  on  his  bofom  lies ; 
Shouts  of  applaufe  run  rattling  through  die  Ikies. 
Ajax  to  lift,  Ulyffes  nexteffays. 
He  barely  ftirr'd  him,  but  he  could  not  raife  : 
His  knee  lock'd  faft,  the  foe's  attempt  deny'd ;        850 
And  grappling  clofe,  they  tumbled  fide  by  fide. 
Defird  with  honourable  duft,  they  roll. 
Still  breathing  ftrife,  and  unfubdued  of  foul : 
Again  they  rage,  again  to  combat  rife ; 
When  great  Achilles  thus  divides  the  prize  :  8c^ 

Your  noble  vigour,  oh  my  friends,  reftrain  : 
Nor  weary  out  your  generous  ftrength  in  vain. 
Ye  both  have  won  ;  let  others  who  excel, 
Now  prove  that  prowefs  you  have  prov'd  fo  well. 

The  hero's  words  the  willing  chiefs  obey,         860 
From  their  tir'd  bodies  wipe  the  duft  away. 
And,  cloath'd  anew,  the  following  games  furvey. 

And  now  fucceed  the  gifts  ordain'd  to  grace 
The  youths  contending  in  the  rapid  race. 
A  fdver  urn  that  full  fix  meafures  held,  26^ 

By  none  in  weight  or  workmanftiip  excell'd ; 
Sidonian  artifts  taught  the  frame  to  fliine. 
Elaborate,  with  artifice  divine ; 

"Whence 
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Whence  Tyrian  failors  did  the  prize  tranfport. 

And  gave  to  Thoas  at  the  Lemnian  port:  870 

From  him  defcended,  good  Eunsus  heir'd 

The  glorious  gift ;  and,  for  Lycaon  fpar'd. 

To  brave  Patroclus  gave  the  rich  reward. 

Now,  the  fame  hero's  funeral  rites  to  grace. 

It  ftands  the  prize  of  fwiftnefs  in  the  race.  875 

A  well-fed  ox  was  for  the  fecond  plac'd  j 

And  half  a  talent  muft  content  the  laft. 

Achilles  rifing  then  befpoke  the  train — 

Wlio  hope  the  palm  of  Aviftnefs  to  obtain. 

Stand  forth,  and  bear  thefe  prizes  from  the  plain. S8g 

The  hero  faid,  and,  ftarting  from  his  place. 
Oilcan  Aj ax  rifes  to  the  race; 
Ulyffesnext;  and  hewhofefpeed  furpaft 
His  youthful  equals,  Neftor's  fon,  the  laft, 
Rang'd  in  a  line  the  ready  racers  ftand ;  88  J 

Pelides  points  the  barrier  with  his  hand  : 
All  ftartat  once;  Oileus  led  the  race  ; 
The  next  Ulyfl'es,  meafuring  pace  with  pace; 
Behind  him,  diligently  clofe,  he  fped. 
As  clofely  following  as  the  running  thread  890 

The  fpindle  follows,  and  difpla)-s  the  charms 
Of  the  fair  fpinfler's  breaft,  and  moving  arms : 
Graceful  in  motion  thus  his  foe  he  plies. 
And  treads  each  footftep  ere  the  duft  can  rife  : 
His  glowing  breath  upon  his  ihoulders  plays  ;  89  j 

fTh'  admiring  Greeks  loud  acclamations  raife: 
To  him  they  give  their  wifhes,  hearts,  and  eyes. 
And  fend  th^ir  fouls  before  him  as  he  flies. 

Now 
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Now  three  times  turn'd  in  profpedl  of  the  goal. 

The  panting  chief  to  Pallas  lifts  his  foul :  900 

Aifift,  O  Goddefs!   (thus  in  thought  he  pray'd) 

And  prefent  at  his  thought  defcends  the  Maid. 

Buoy'd  by  her  heavenly  force,  he  feems  to  fvvim. 

And  feels  a  pinion  lifting  every  limb. 

Ail  fierce,  and  ready  now  the  prize  to  gain,  go^ 

Unhappy  Ajax  ftumbles  on  the  plain 

(O'erturn'd  by  Pallas) ;  where  the  flippery  fhore 

Was  clogg'd  v/ith  flimy  dung,  and  mingled  gore 

(The  felf-fame  place,  befide  Patroclus'  pyre. 

Where  late  the  flaughter'd  vidims  fed  the  fire) :      gio 

Befmear'd  with  filth,  and  blotted  o'er  with  clay, 

Obfcene  to-fight,  the  rueful  racer  lay ; 

The  well-fed  bull  (thefecond  prize)  he  fhar'd,      - 

And  left  the  urn  Ulyfles'  rich  reward. 

Then,  grafping  by  the  horn  the  mighty  beaft,        gi  r 

The  baffled  hero  thus  the  Greeks  addreft : 

Accurfed  fate!  the  conqueft  I  forego ; 
A  mortal  I,  a  Goddefs  was  my  foe  ; 
She  urg'd  her  favourite  on  the  rapid  way. 
And  Pallas,  not  Ulyffes,  won  the  day.  520 

Thus  fourly  v/ail'd  he,  fputtering  dirt  and  gore ; 
A  burft  of  laughter  echo'd  through  the  fliore. 
Antiloehus,  more  humourous  than  the  reft. 
Takes  the  lafl:  prize,  and  takes  it  with  a  jeft  : 
-   Why  with  our  wifer  elders  fhould  we  ftrive  ?         92  j 
The  Gods  ftilllove  them,  and  they  always  thrive. 
Ye  fee,  to  Ajax  I  muft  yield  the  prize : 
He  to  Ulyffes,  ftiU  more  ag'd  and  wife 
»'  (A  green 
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(A  green  old-age,  unconfcious  of  decays. 

That  prove  the  hero  born  in  better  days!)  95b 

Behold  his  vigour  in  this  adive  race ! 

Achilles  only  boafts  a  fwifter  pace  : 

For  who  can  match  Achilles!     He  who  can, 

Muft  yet  be  more  than  hero,  more  than  man. 

Th'  efFeft  fucceeds  the  fpeech  :  Pelides  cries,       95  j 
Thy  artful  praife  deferves  a  better  prize. 
Nor  Greece  in  vain  (hall  hear  thy  friend  extoll'd : 
Receive  a  talent  of  the  pureft  gold. 
The  youth  departs  content.     The  hoft  admire 
The  fon  of  Nettor,  worthy  of  his  fire.  940 

Next  thefe;  a  buckler,  fpear,  and  helm,  he  brings 
Cad  on  the  plain,  the  brazen  burthen  rings : 
Arms,  which  of  late  divine  Sarpedon  wore. 
And  great  Patroclus  in  fhort  triumph  bore. 
Stand  forth  the  braveft  of  our  hoft !  (he  cries)         94^ 
Whoever  dares  deferve  fo  rich  a  prize. 
Now  grace  the  lift  before  our  army's  fight. 
And,  fneath'd  in  fteel,  provoke  his  foe  to  fight. 
Who  firft  the  jointed  armour  fhall  explore. 
And  ftain  his  rival's  mail  with  iffuing  gore ;  950 

The  fword  Afteropeus  poffeft  of  old 
(A  Thracian  blade,  diftinft  with  ftuds  of  gold) 
Shall  pay  the  ftroke,  and  grace  the  ftriker's  fide: 
Thefe  arms  in  common  let  the  chiefs  divide  : 
For  each  brave  champion,  when  the  combat  ends,  95^ 
A  fumptuons  banquet  at  our  tent  attends. 

Fierce  at  the  word,  up-rofe  great  Tydeus'  fon, 
AAd  the  Uuge  balk  of  Ajax  Telamon, 

Clad 
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Clad  In  refulgent  fteel,  on  either  hand, 

7"he  dreadful  chiefs  amid  the  circle  ftand  :  960 

Lowering  they  meet,  tremendous  to  the  fight ; 

Each  Argive  bofom  beats  with  fierce  delight. 

Oppos'd  in  arnis  not  long  they  idly  flood. 

But  thrice  they  clos'd,  and  thrice  the  charge  renew'd. 

A  furious  pafs  the  fpear  of  Ajax  made  96J 

Through  the  broad  fhield,  but  at  the  corfelet  ftay'd ; 

Not  thus  the  foe  :  his  javelin  aim'd  above 

The  bucjder's  margin,  at  the  neck  he  drove. 

But  Greece  now  trembling  for  her  hero's  life. 

Bade  fhare  the  honours,  and  furceafe  theftrife.       9-0 

Yet  {till  the  victor's  due  Tydidcs  gains. 

With  him  the  fvvord  and  ftudded  belt  remains. 

:Then  hurl'd  the  hero  thundering  on  the  ground 
A  mafs  of  iron  (an  enormous  round) 
Whofe  weight  and  fize  the  circling  Greeks  admire,  9-?  c 
Rude  from  the  furnace,  and,  but  fhap'd  by  fire. 
This  mighty  quoit  Action  wont  to  rear. 
And  from  his  whirling  arm  difraifs  in  air: 
The  giant  by  Achilles  flain,  he  ftow'd 
Among  his  fpoils  this  memorable  load,  oSd 

For  this,  he  bids  thofe  nervous  artifts  vie. 
That  teach  the  diik  to  found  along  the  Iky. 
Let  him  whofe  might  can  hurl  this  bowl,  arife; 
Who  farthefl:  hurls  it,  takes  it  as  his  prize : 
If  he  be  one,  enrich'd  with  large  domain  qSr' 

Of  downs  for  flocks,  and  arable  for  grain, 
Small  ftock  of  iron  needs  that  man  provide  ; 
His  hinds  and  fwains  whole  years  (hall  be  fupply'd 
Vol.  XLIX.  Y  From 
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From  hence :  nor  afk  the  neighbouring  city's  aid",  '' 

S"or  ploughfhares,  wheels,  and  all  the  rural  trade.      99a 

Stern  Polypoetes  ftept  before  the  throng. 
And  great  Leonteus,  more  than  mortal  ftrongj. 
Whofe  force  with  rival  forces  to  oppofe. 
Up  rofe  great  Ajax ;  up  Epeus  rofe. 
Each  flood  in  order  :  firft  Epeus  threw  ;.  gg^. 

High  o'er  the  wondering  crouds  the  whirling  circle  flew,^ 
I^ontes  next  a  little  fpace  furpaft. 
And  third,  the  ftrength  of  God-like  Ajax  caft. 
O'er  both  their  marks  it  flew ;  till  fiercely  flung 
5'rom  Polypcetes'  arm,  the  diicufs  fung  :  looa 

Far  as  a  fwain  his  whirling  fheephook  throws^ 
That  diftant  falls  among  the  grazing  cows,. 
So  pad  them  all  the  rapid  circle  flies : 
His  friends  (while  loud  applaufes  fhake  the  Ikics) 
With  force  conjoin'd  heave  off  the  weighty  prize, 

Thofe  who  in  fkilful  archery  contend. 
He  next  invites  the  twanging  bow  to  bend :. 
And  twice  ttn  axes  caft  araidft  the  round 
(Ten  double-edg'd,  and  ten  that  fmgly  wound). 
The  maft,  which. late  a  firft- rate  galley  bore,  loid 

The  hero  fixes  in  the  fandy  fliore ; 
To  the  tall  top  a  milk-white  dove  they  tie,. 
The  trembling  mark  at  which  their  arrows  fly, 
Whofe  weapon  ftrikes  yon  fluttering  bird,  fliall  bear 
Thefe  two-edg'd  axes,  terrible  in  war :  lOl^' 

The  Angle,  he,  whofe  fliaft  divides  the  cord, 
Hefaid  :  experienc'd  Merion  took  the  word; 
And  ikilful  Teucer :  in  the  helm  they  threw 
Their  lots  infcrib'd,  and  forjh  tl;je  lattei  flew.. 

Swiff 
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S^jft  from  the  firing  the  foundingarrow  flies  j.     loza 

Eut  flies  unblefl!     No  grateful  facrifice. 

No  firftling  lambs,  unheedful!  didft  thou  vow 

To  Phoebus,  patron  of  the  fliaft  and  bow. 

For  this,  thy  well-aim'd  arrow,  turn'd  afide, 

Err'd  froni  the  dove,  yet  cut  the  cord  that  ty'd  :  102  J' 

A-down  the  main-mall  fell  the  parting  firing, 

And  the  free  bird  to  heaven  difplays  her  wing : 

Seas,  fhores,  and  Jkiea,  with  loud  applaufe  refound,- 

And  Merion  eager  meditates  the  wound  ; 

He  takes  the  bow,  direds  the  fhaft  above,  1030 

And,  following  with  his  eye  the  foaring  dove. 

Implores  the  God  to  fpeed  it  through  the  fkies. 

With  vowsof  firflling  lambs,  and  grateful  facrifice* 

The  dove,  in  airy  circles  as  fhe  wheels. 

Amid  the  clouds,  the  piercing  arrow  feels  >  105^ 

Quite  through  and  through  the  point  its  paiTage  found. 

And  at  his  feet  fell  bloody  to  the  ground. 

The  wounded  bird,,  ere  yet  fhe  breath'd  her  lafl, 

With  flagging  wings  alighted  on  the  mafl ; 

A  moment  hung,  and  fpread  her  pinions  there,      i  oa.0* 

Then  fudden  dropt,  and  left  her  life  in  air. 

From  the  pleas'd  croud  new  peals  of  thunder  rife,. 

And  to  the  fhips  brave  Merion  bears  the  prize. 

To  clofe  the  funeral  games  Achilles  lalt 
A  niaify  fpear  araid  the  circle  plac'd,.  ^^4-^ 

An  ample  charger  of  unfullied  frame,. 
With  flowers  high-wrought,  not  blacken 'd  yet  by  flame* 
For  thefe  he  bids  the  heroes  prove  their  art, 
•  Whafe  dextrous  fkill  direds  the  flying  dart* 

y  a.  Here 
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Here  too  great  Merion  hopes  the  noble  prize ;       1050' 

Nor  here  difdain'd  the  king  of  men  to  rife. 

With  joy  Pelides  faw  the  honour  paid, 

Rofe  to  the  monarch,  and  refpeflful  faid  : 

Thee  firft  in  virtue,  as  in  power  fupreme, 
O  king  of  nations  I  all  thy  Greeks  proclaim;         I05> 
In  every  martial  game  Uiy  worth  atteft. 
And  know  thee  both  their  greateft,  and  their  beft. 
Take  then  the  prize,  but  let  brave  Merion  bear 
This  beamy  javelin  in  thy  brother's  war. 

Pleas'd  from  thchero's  lips  his  praife  to  hear,     io6o 
The  king  to  Merion  gives  the  brazen  fpear : 
But,  fet  apart  for  facred  ufe,  commands 
The  glittering  charger  to  Talthibius'  hands* 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  Redemption  of  the  body  of  Heftor. 

THE  God's  deliberate.-'abbut  the  redemption  of  Hec- 
tor's body.  Jupiter  fends  Thetis  to  Achilles,  to  dif- 
pofe  him  for  the  reftoring  it;  and  Iris  to  Priam,  i^o 
ei}f  ourage  him  to  go  in  perfon,  and  treat  for  it,  "The 
old  king,  notwithitanding  the  remonftrances  of  his 
queen,  makes  ready  for  the  journey,  to  which  he  is 
encouraged  by  an  omen  from  Jupiter.  He  fets  forth 
in  his  chariot,  witli  a  waggon  loaded  with  prefents, 
under  the  charge  of  Idsus,  the  herald.  Mercury 
defcends  in  the  fliape  of  a  young  man,  and  condudls 
him  to  the  pavilion  of  Achilles.  Their  converfation 
on  the  way.  Priam  finds^  Achilles  at  his  table,  calls 
himfelf  at  his  feet,  and  begs  for  the  body  of  his  -fon  ; 
Achilles,  raov'd  with  compaffion,  grants  his  requeft, 
detains  him  one  night  In  his  tent,  and  the  next  morn- 
ing fends  him  home  with  the  body.  The  Tro  ans 
run  out  to  meet  him^  The  lamentations  of  Andro- 
mache, Kecuba,  and  Helen;  with  the  falemnitles 
of  the  funeral. 

The  time  of  twelve  days  is  employed  in  this  book, 
while  the  body  of  Heftcr  lies  in  the  tent  of  Achilles : 
and  as  many  more  are  fpent  in  the  truce  allowed  for 
his  interment.  The  fcene  is  partly  in  Achilieii' 
«amp,  and  paxtly  in  Troy.,,. 
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Now  from  the  finlfli'd  games  the  Grecian  band- 
Seek  their  black  fliips,   and  clear  the  crouded 
All  ftretch'd  at  cafe  the  genial  banquet  (hare,      [ftrand  ; 
2\nd  pleafmg  flumbers  quiet  all  their  care. 
Not  fo  Achilles:  he  to  grief  refign'd,  5 

His  friend's  dear  image  prefent  to  his  mind. 
Takes  his  fad  couch,  more  unobferv'd  to  weep; 
Nor  taftes  the  gifts  of  all-compofing  lleep. 
•Reftlefs  he  roU'd  around  his  weary  bed. 
And  all  his  foul  on  his  Patroclus  fed :  10 

The  form  fo  pleafmg,  and  the  heart  fo  kind. 
That  youthful  vigour,  and  that  manly  mind. 
What  toils  they  fliar'd,  what  martial  works  they  wrought. 
What  feas  they  meafur'd,  and  what  felds  they  fought; 
All  paft  before  him  in  remembrance  dear,  15 

Thought  follows  thought,  and  tear  fucceeds  to  tear. 
And  now  fupine,  now  prone,  the  hero  lay, 
Now  fhifts  his  fide,  impatient  for  the  day  : 
.Then  ftarting  up,  difconfolate  he  goes 
Wide  on  the  lonely  beach  to  vent  his  woes.  20 

There,  as  the  folitary  mourner  raves. 
The  ruddy  morning  rifes  o'er  the  waves : 
.-  Y  4  Soon 
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Soon  as  it  rofe,  his  furfous  fleeds  he  join'd  : 

The  chariot  flies,  and  Heftor  trails  behind. 

And  thrice,  Patroclus  !  round  thy  monument  2  j- 

Was  Heftor  dragg'd,  then  hurry 'd  to  the  tent. 

There  flie'ep  at  lail  o'ercomes  the  hero's  eyes;     '         "i 

"While  foul  in  dull  th'  unhonour'd  carcafe  lies,  r 

Eut  not  deferted  by  the  pitying  Skies.  * 

For  Phoebus  ivatch'dJt  with  fuperiour  care,  30 

PrefervM  from  gaping  wounds,  and  tainting  air; 

And  ignominious  as  it  fwept  the  field,  r 

.Spread  o'er  the  facred  corpfe  his  golden  fhield. 

All  Heaven  was  mov'd,  and  Hermes  will'd  to  go 

By  Health  to  fnatch  him  from  th'  infulting  foe :        55 

But  Neptune  this,  and  Pallas  this  denies. 

And  th'  unrelenting  Emprefs  of  the  Ikies : 

E'er  fmce  that  day  implacable  to  Troy, 

V/hat  time  young  Paris,  fimple  fhepherd  boy. 

Won  by  deftruttive  luft  (reward  obfcene)  40 

^Their  charms  rejeifled  for  the  Cyprian  Queen. 

Eiit  when  the  tenth  celeftial  morning  broke ; 

To  Heaven  afiembled,  thus  Apollo  fpoke : 

Unpi tying  Powers !  how  oft  each  holy  fane 
Has  He^ftor  ting'd  with  blood  of  vidims  flain  !  /^^ 

And,  can  ye  ftill  his  cold  remains  purfue  ? 
Still  grudge  his  body  to  the  Trojans'  view? 
Deny  to  confort,  mother,  fon,  and  fire. 
The  laft  fad  honours  of  a  funeral  fire  ? 
Is  then  the  dire  Achilles  all  your  cite  ?  -jO 

That  iron  heaxt,  inflexibly  fevere; 
A  lion,  not  a  man,  who  flaughter's  wide 
In  llrength  of  rage  and  impotence  of  pride ;, 

Wlia 
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Who  haftes  to  murder  with  a  favage  joy, 
Invades  around,  and  breathes  but  to  deftroy.  5  j 

Shame  is  not  of  his  foul ;  nor  underftood. 
The  greateft  evil  and  the  greateft  good. 
Still  for  one  lofs  he  rages  unreilgn'd. 
Repugnant  to  the  lot  of  all  mankind ; 
To  lofe  a  friend,  a  brother,  or  a  fon,  60 

Heaven  dooms  each  mortal,  and  its  will  is  done  c 
A  while  they  forrovv,  then  difmifs  their  caf6 ; 
Fate  gives  the  wound,  and  man  is  born  to  bear. 
But  this,  infatiate,  the  commiffion  given 
By  Fate  exceeds,  and  tempts  the  wrath  of  Heaven;    6j 
Lo!  how  his  rage  difhoneft  drags  along 
Hcdor'S  dead  earth,  infenfible  of  wrong ! 
Brave  though  he  be,  yet,  by  no  reafon  avv'd. 
He  violates  the  laws  of  man  and  God. 
"  If  equal  honours  by  the  partial  Skies  76 

Aredoom'd  both  heroes,  (Juno  thus  replies) 
W  Thetis  fon  muft  no  diftinftion  know. 
Then  hear,  ye  Gods!  the  Patron  of  the  Bow. 
But  Heftor  only  boafts  a  mortal  claim. 
His  birth  deriving  from  a  mortal  dame :  ^  j 

Achilles  of  your  own  aetherial  race 
Springs  from  a  Goddefs  by  a  man's  embrace 
{A  Goddefs  by  ourfelf  to  Peleus  given, 
A  man  divine,  and  chofen  friend  of  Heaven). 
To  grace  thofe  nuptials  from  the  bright  abode  80 

Yourfelves  were  prefent ;  where  this  minilrel-God 
(Well  pleas'd  to  fliare  the  feaft)  amid  the  quire 
Stood  proud  to  hymn,  and  tune  his  youthful  lyre. 

Then 


j3»  POPE'S    HD  M  E  H. 

Then  thus  the  Thunderer  checks  th'  imperial  Dame : 
Let  not  thy  wrath  the  court  of  heaven  inflame ;        85 
Their  merits,  not  their  honours,  are  the  fame. 
But  mine,  and  e^very  God's  peculiar  grace, 
Hedor  deferves,  of  all  the  Trojan  race : 
Still  on  our  fhrines  his  grateful  oiferings  lay 
^The  only  honours  men  to  Gods  can  pay) ;  90 

Nor  ever  from  our  fmoking  altar  ceas'd  '. 

The  pure  libation,  and  the  holy  feaft. 
Howe'er,  by  ftealth  to  fnatch  the  corpfe  away. 
We  will  not :  Thetis  guards  it  night  and  day. 
Bnt  hafte,  and  furamon  to  our  courts  above  9^ 

The  azure  Queen :  let  her  perfuaiion  move 
Her  furious  fon  from  Priam  to  receive 
The  profier'd  ranfom,  and  the  corpfe  to  leave. 

He  added  not :  and  Iris  from  the  Ikies, 
Swift  as  a  whirwind  on  the  meflage  flies,  toy 

Meteorous  the  face  of  Ocean  fweeps. 
Refulgent  gliding  o'er  the  fable  deeps. 
Between  wha*e  Samos  wide  his  foreft  fpreads. 
And  rocky  Imbrus  lifts  its  pointed  heads. 
Down  plung'd  the  Maid  (the  parted  waves  refoiind) ; 
She  plung'd,  and  inftant  (hot  the  dark  profound. 
As,  bearing  death  in  the  fallacious  bait. 
From  the  bent  angle  finks  the  leaden  weight ; 
So  pafs'd  the  Goddefs  through  the  clofing  wave. 
Where  Thetis  foirow'd  in  her  facred  cave :  110 

There,  plac'd  amidft  her  melancholy  train 
(The  blue-hair'd  lifters  of  the  fiicred  main) 

Fenfire 


ILIAD,    Book  XXlV.  ajt 

Penfive  ftie  fat,  rcA^olving  fates  to  come. 
And  wept  her  God-like  fon's  approaching  doom, 
V    Then  thus  the  Goddefs  of  the  painted  bow,  1 1  j 

Arife !  O  Thetis,  from  thy  feats  below  : 
*Tis  Jove  that  calls.     And  why  (the  Dame  replies) 
Calls  jove  his  Thetis  to  the  hated  ikies. 
Sad  objeft  as  I  am  for  heavenly  fight  ? 
Alt,  may  my  forrows  ever  fliun  the  light  !  126 

Howe'er,  be  Heaven's  almighty  Sire  obey 'd — 
She  fpake,  and  veil'd  her  head  in  fable  fliade. 
Which  flowing  long,  her  graceful  perfon  clad; 
And  forth'ihepac'd,  majeftically  fad. 
\  -  Then  through  the  world  of  waters  they  repair      125 
(The  way  fair  Iris  led)  to  upper  air. 
The  deeps  dividing,  o'er  the  coaft  they  rife. 
And  touch  with  momentary  flight  the  (kies. 
There  in  the  ligiitning's  blaze  the  Sire  they  found. 
And  all  the  Gods  in  lliining  fynod  round.  130 

Thetis  approach'd  with  anguifli  in  her  face 
(Minerva,  rifing,  gave  the  Mourner  place) ; 
Ev'n  Jono  fought  her  forrows  to  confole. 
And  ofFeru  from  her  hand  the  nedlar-bowl; 
She  tailed,  and  reiign'd  it :  then  began  135 

The  facred  Sire  of  Goc's  and  mortal  man  : 

Thoucom'ft,  fair  Thetis,  but  with  grief  o'ercaft;" 
Maternal  forrows ;  long,  ah  long  to  laft ! 
Suffice,  we  know  and  we  partake  thy  cares : 
But  yield  to  Fate,  and  hear  what  Jove  declares.       146 
Nine  days  are  pad,  fince  all  the  court  above 
In  Hedor's  ca«jfe  have  mov'd  th^  ear  of  Jove ;  - 

'Twas 
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'Twas  voted,  Hermes  from  his  God-like  foe 

By  ftealth  fhould  bear  him,  but  we  will'd  not  fo  : 

We  will,  thy  fon  hirafelf  the  corpfe  reftore,  145 

And  to  his  conquell  add  this  glory  more. 

Then  hie  thee  to  him,  and  our  mandate  bear  ; 

Tell  him  he  tempts  the  wrath  of  Heaven  too  far ; 

Nor  let  him  more  (our  anger  if  he  dread) 

Vent  his  mad  vengeance  on  the  facred  dead :  1  j;» 

But  yield  to  ranfom  and  the  father's  prayer. 

The  mournful  father.  Iris  fhall  prepare. 

With  gifts  to  fue ;  and  offer  to  his  hands 

Whate'er  his  honour  aiks,  or  heart  demand's. 

His  word  the  filvxr-footed  Queen  attends,  15J 

And  from  Olympus'  fnowy  tops  defcends. 
Arriv'd,  (he  heard  the  voice  of  loud  lament. 
And  echoing  groans  that  fhook  the  lofty  tent. 
His  friends  prepare  the  viftim,  and  difpofe 
Repaft  unheeded,  while  he  vents  his  woes ;  1 6o 

The  Goddefs  feats  her  by  her  penfive  fon, 
Shepreft  his  hand,  and  tender  thus  begun: 

How  long,  unhappy!  (hall  thy  forrows  flow; 
And  thy  heart  wade  with  life-confuming  woe  : 
Mindlefsof  food,  or  love,  whofe  pleafing  reigrj      16^ 
Soothes  weary  life,  and  foftens  human  pain  ? 
O  fnatch  the  moments  yet  within  thy  power; 
Not  long  to  live,  indulge  the  amorous  hour! 
Lo !  Jove  himfelf  (for  Jove's  command  I  bear) 
Forbids  to  tempt  the  wrath  of  Heaven  too  far,         j  70 
No  longer  then  (his  fury  if  thou  dread) 
Detain  the  relicks  of  great  Hedpr  dead  ; 

Nor 
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Nor  vent  on  fenfclefs  earth  thy  vengeance  vain : 
But  yield  to  ranfom,  and  reftore  the  flain. 

To  whom  Achilles :  Be  the  ranfom  given,  jy  j 

And  we  fubmit,  fince  fuch  the  will  of  Heaven. 

While  thus  they  commun'd,  from  th'  Olympian  bowers 
Jove  orders  Iris  to  the  Trojan  towers : 
Hafte,  winged  Goddefs  to  the  facred  town^ 
And  urge  her  monarch  to  redeem  hisfon  ;  x8q 

Alone,  the  Ilian  ramparts  let  him  leave. 
And  bear  what  ftern  Achilles  may  receive : 
Alone,  for  fo  we  will :  no  Trojan  near; 
Except,  to  place  the  dead  with  decent  care. 
Some  aged  herald,  who,  with  gentle  hand,  j8c 

May  the  flow  mules  and  funeral  car  command. 
Nor  let  him  death,  nor  let  him  danger,  dread. 
Safe  through  the  foe  by  our  protedion  led  : 
Him  Herraes  to  Achilles  lliall  convey. 
Guard  of  his  life,  and  partner  of  his  way,  lo© 

Fierce  as  he  is,  Achilles'  felf  il;all  fpare 
His  age,  nor  touch  one  venerable  hair; 
Some  thought  there  muft  be  in  a  foul  fo  brave. 
Some  fenfe  of  duty,  fome  defire  to  fave. 

Then  down  her  bow  the  winged  Iris  drives,         jgc 
And  fwift  at  Priam's  mournful  court  arrives ; 
Wlierethe  fad  fons  befide  their  father's  throne 
Sate  bath'd  in  tears,  and  anfvver'd  groan  with  groan. 
And  all  amidft  them  lay  tl.e  hoary  fire, 
(Sad  fcene  of  woe!)  his  face,  his  wrapt  attire,         200 
Conceal'd  from  fight ;  with  frantic  hands  he  fpread 
A  fliower  of  aflies  o'er  his  neck  and  head. 

I  From 
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From  room  to  room  his  penfive  daughters  roam ; 
Whofe  {hrieks  and  clamours  fill  the  vaulted  dome ; 
Mindful  oC  thofe,  who,  late  their  pride  and  joy,     205 
Lie  pale  and  breathlefs  round  the  fields  of  Troy  1 
Before  the  king  Jove's  meflenger  appears. 
And  thus,  in  whifpers,  greets  his  trembling  ears : 

Fear  not,,  oh  father  !  no  ill  news  I  bear; 
From  Jove  I  come,  Jove  makes  thee  ftili  his  care ;  2  la 
For  Hedlor's  fake  thefe  walls  he  bids  thee  leavCj 
And  bear  what  ftern  Achilles  may  receive ; 
Alone,  for  fo  he  wills:  no  Trojan  near. 
Except,  to  place  the  dead  with  decent  care. 
Some  aged  herald,  who,  with  gentle  hand,  21  j 

May  the  flow  mules  and  funeral  car  command. 
Nor  (halj;  thou  death,  nor  (halt  thou  danger,  dread  j 
Safe  through  the  foe  by  his  protedlion  led  ; 
Thee  Hermes  to  Pelides  fhall  convey. 
Guard  of  thy  life,  and  partner  of  thy  way»  220 

Fierce  as  he  is,  Achilles'  felf  fliall  fpare 
Thy  age,  nor  touch  one  venerable  hair ; 
Some  thought  there  mull:  be,  in  a  foul  {o  brave^. 
Some  fenfe  of  duty,  forae  defire  to  favc.  ; 

■■■    She  fpoke,  and  vanifh'd.     Priam  bids  prepare     22^ 
His  gentle  mules,  and  harnefs  to  die  car ;  V, 

There,  for  the  gifts,  a  polifh'd  cafliet  lay  * 
His  pious  fons  the  king's  command  obey.  ■; 

Then  pafs'd  the  monarch  to  his  bridal- room. 
Where  cedar-beams  the  loft)^  roofs  perfume,  23P 

And  where  the  treafures  of  his  empire  lay ; 
Then  call'd  his  queen,  and  thus  began  to  fay ; 

Unhappy 
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tJnliappy  confort  of  a  king  diftreft ! 
Partake  the  troubles  of  thy  hufband's  breaft  : 
5faw  defcend  the  meffenger  of  Jove,  23^ 

Who  bids  me  try  Achilles'  mind  to  move; 
Forfake  thefe  ramparts,  and  with  gifts  obtain' 
The  corpfe  of  Heftor,  at  yon  navy,  flain. 
Tell  me  thy  tliought :  my  heart  impels  to  go 
Through  hoftile  camps,  and  bears  me  to  the  foe.      240- 

The  hoary  monarch  thus.     Her  piercing  cries 
Sad  Hecuba  renews,  and  then  replies : 
Ah!  whither  wanders  thy  diftemper'd  mind? 
And  where  the  prudence  now,  that  aw'd  mankind  j 
Through  Phrygia  once,  and  foreign  regions  known; 
Now  all  confus'd,  diftrafted,  overthrown? 
Singly  to  pafs  through  hofts  of  foes !  to  face 
(Oh  heart  of  fteel ! )  the  murderer  of  thy  race  I 
To  view  that  deathful  eye,  and  wander  o'er 
7'hofe  hands,  yet  red  with  Heftor's  noble  gore  !      250. 
Alas!  my  Lord  !  he  biows  not  how  to  fpare. 
And  what  his  m.ercy,  thy  llain  fens  declare ;. 
So  brave!  fo  many  fairn!     To  calm  his  rage. 
Vain  were  thy  dignity,  and  vain  thy  age. 
No — pent  in  this  fad  palace,  let  us  give  2-j^ 

To  grief,  the  wretched  days  we  have  to  live. 
Still,  ftill  for  Hei^tor  let  our  forrows  flow. 
Bom  to  his  own  and  to  his  parents'  woe!. 
Doom'd,  from  the  hour  his  lucklefs  life  begun. 
To  dogs,  to- vultures,  andto  Peleus' fon!  2601 

Oh !  in  his  deareft  blood  might  I  allay 
My  rage,  and  thefe  barbarities  repay  I 
f  Foe 
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For  ah!  could  Heftor  merit  thus,  whofe  breath 
Expir'd  not  meanly  in  unaflive  death  ? 
He  pour'd  his  lateft  blood  in  manly  fight,  «6  J 

And  fell  a  hero  in  his  country's  right. 

Seek  not  to  ftay  me,  nor  my  foul  affright 
With  words  of  omen,  like  a  bird  of  night 
(Reply'd,  unmov'd,  the  venerable  man). 
'Tis  Heaven  commands  me.  and  you  urge  In  vain.  270 
Had  any  mortal  voice  th'  Injuftion  laid. 
Nor  augur,  prieft,  or  feer,  had  been  obey'd. 
A  prefent  Goddefs  brought  the  high  command, 
I  faw,  I  heard  her,  and  the  word  ihall  (land. 
I  go,  ye  Gods !  obedient  to  your  call :  275 

If  in  yon  camp  your  powers  have  doom'd  my  fall, 
Content-^i— By  the  fame  hand  let  me  expire ! 
Add  to  the  flaughter'd  fon  the  wretched  fire ! 
One  cold  embrace  at  laft  may  be  allow"d. 
And  my  laft  tears  flow  mingled  with  his  blood!        2 So 

From  forth  his  open'd  ftores,  this  faid,  he  drew 
Twelve  coftly  carpets  of  refulgent  hue. 
As  many  vefts,  as  many  mantles  told. 
And  twelve  fair  veils  and  garments  ftiffwith  gold. 
Two  tripods  next,  and  twice  two  chargers,  ihine,     28  5; 
With  ten  pure  talents  from  the  richeft  mine ; 
And  laft  a  large  well-labour'd  bowl  had  place, 
(The  pledge  of  treaties  once  with  friendly  Thrace}, 
Seem'd  all  too  mean  the  ftores  he  could  emploj'. 
For  one  laft  look  to  buy  him  back  to  Troy  !  290 

Lo!  the  fad  father,  frantic  with  his  pain. 
Around  him  furious  drives  his  menial  train : 

In 
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In  vain  each  flave  with  duteous  care  attends. 

Each  office  hurts  him,  and  each  face  offends. 

What  make  ye  here  ?  officious  crouds  !  (he  cries)  zcj^ 

Hence  !  nor  obtrude  your  anguifh  on  my  eyes. 

Have  ye  no  griefs  at  home  to  fix  you  there ; 

Am  I  the  only  objed  of  defpair  ? 

Am  I  become  my  people's  common  fhow. 

Set  up  by  Jove  your  fpedacle  of  woe  ?  3CO 

No,  you  muft;  feel  him  too  ;  yourfelves  mull  fall  j 

The  fame  ftern  God  to  ruin  gives  you  all : 

Nor  is  great  Hedtor  loft  by  me  alone  ; 

Your  fole  defence,  your  guardian  Power,  is  gone; 

I  fee  your  blood  the  fields  of  Phrygia  drown,  505' 

I  fee  the  ruins  of  your  fmoking  town ! 

O  fend  me,  Gods !  ere  that  fad  day  fhall  come, 

A  willing  ghoft  to  Pluto's  dreary  dome  ! 

He  faid,  and  feebly  drives  his  friends  away  : 
The  forrowing  friends  his  frantic  rage  obey.         510 
Next  on  his  fons  his  erring  fury  falls, 
Polites,  Paris,  Agathon,  he  calls ; 
His  threats  De'iphobus  and  Dius  hear, 
Hippothous,  Pammon,  Helenus  the  feer. 
And  generous  Antiphon  :  for  yet  thefe  nins  ji^ 

Surviv'd,  fad  relicks  of  his  numerous  line  : 

Inglorious  fons,  of  an  unhappy  fire  ! 
Why  did  not  all  in  Heftor's  caufe  expire  .■ 
Wretch  that  I  am  !  my  braveft  offspring  flain, 
You,  the  difgrace  of  Priam's  houfe,  remain  !         320 
Neftor  the  brave,  renown'd  in  ranks  of  war, 
\^'ith  Troileus,  dreadful  on  his  rufning  car. 

Vol.  XLIX,  Z  Anv! 
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And  lafl:  great  Hef^or,  more  than  man  divine. 

For  fure  he  feem'd  not  of  terreftrfal  line ! 

All  thofe  relentlefs  Mars  untimely  flew,  jzj^ 

And  left  me  thefe,  a  foft  and  fervile  crew, 

Whofe  days  the  feaft  and  wanton  dance  employ. 

Gluttons  and  flatterers,  the  contempt  of  Troy  ! 

Why  teach  ye  not  my  rapid  wheels  to  run. 

And  fpeed  my  journey  to  redeem  my  fon  ?  350 

The  fons  their  father's  wretched  age  revere. 
Forgive  his  anger,  and  produce  the  car. 
High  on  the  feat  the  cabinet  they  bind  : 
The  new-made  car  with  folid  beauty  fhin'd  j 
Box  was  the  yoke,  embofs'd  with  coftly  pains,       33^ 
And  hung  with  ringlets  to  receive  the  reins; 
Nine  cubits  long,  the  traces  fwept  the  ground  j 
Thefe  to  the  chariot's  polilh'd  pole  they  bound. 
Then  fixt  a  ring  the  running  reins  to  guide. 
And  clofe  beneath  the  gather'd  ends  were  ty'd.      34.0 
Next  with  the  gifts  (the  price  of  Heftor  flain) 
The  fad  attendants  load  the  groaning  wain  : 
LaiT:,  to  the  yoke  the  well-match'd  mules  they  bring 
(The  gift  of  Myfia  to  the  Trojan  king). 
But  the  fair  horfes,  long  his  darling  care,  345 

Himfelf  receiv'd,  and  harnefs'd  to  his  car  : 
Griev'd  as  he  was,  he  not  this  tafk  deny'd  : 
The  hoary  herald  help'd  him,  at  his  fide. 
While  careful  thefe  the  gentle  courfers  join'd. 
Sad  Hecuba  approach'd  with  anxious  mind  ;  3^0 

A  golden  bowl  that  foarn'd  with  fragrant  wine, 
(Libation  deftin'd  to  the  Power  divine) 

Held 
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Held  in  her  right,  before  the  fteeds  (he  (lands. 
And  thus  configns  it  to  the  monarch's  hands  : 

Take  this,  and  pour  to  Jove ;  that,  fafe  from  harnBSj, 
His  grace  reftore  thee  to  our  roof  and  arms. 
Since,  vidlor  of  thy  fears,  and  flighting  mine. 
Heaven,  or  thy  foul,  infpire  this  bold  defign : 
Pray  to  that  God,  who  high  on  Ida's  brow 
Surveys  thy  defolated  realms  below,.  36* 

His  winged  melTenger  to  fend  from  high. 
And  lead  thy  way  with  heavenly  augury  : 
Let  the  ftrong  fovereign  of  the  plumy  race 
Tower  on  the  right  of  yon  stherial  fpace. 
That  fign  beheld,  and  Ilrengthen'd  from  above,     36^ 
Boldly  purfue  the  journey  mark'd  by  Jove  ; 
Eut  if  the  God  his  augury  denies, 
Supprefs  thy  impulfe,  nor  rejeft  advice, 

'Tis  juft  (faid  Priam)  to  the  Sire  above) 
To'  raife  our  hands  ;  for  who  fo  good  as  Jove  ?     370 
He  fpoke,  and  bade  th'  attendant  handmaid  bring 
The  pureil  water  of  the  living  fpring 
(Her  ready  hands  the  ewer  and  bafon  held)  ; 
Then  took  the  golden  cup  his  queen  had  fill'd  ; 
On  the  mid  pavement  pours  the  rofy  wine,  37^ 

Uplifts  his  eyes,  and  calls  the  Power  divine  : 

Oh  firft,  and  greateft  !  Heaven's  imperial  Lord  < 
On  lofty  Ida's  holy  hill  ador'd  ! 
To  ftern  Achilles  now  diredl  my  ways. 
And  teach  him  mercy  when  a  father  prays*  580* 

If  fuch  thy  will,  difpatch  from  yonder  iky 
Thy  facred  bird,  ccleftial  augury  !-  .  ; 

Z  2  Let 
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Let  the  flrong  fovereign  of  the  plumy  race 
Tower  on  the  right  of  yon  astherial  fpace  : 
St)  (hall  thy  fuppliant,  ftrengthen'd  from  above,    jg^' 
Fearlefs  purfue  the  journey  mark'd  by  Jove. 

Jove  heard  his  prayer,  and  from  the  throne  on  high 
Difpatch'd  his  bird,  celeftial  augury  ! 
The  fvvift-wing'd  chacer  of  the  feather'd  game. 
And  known  to  Gods  by  Percnos'  lofty  name.         390 
Wide  as  appears  fome  palace-gate  difplay'd. 
So  broad,  his  pinions  ilretch'd  their  ample  fhade. 
As  {looping  dexter  with  refounding  wings 
Th'  imperial  bird  defcends  in  airy  rings. 
A  dawn  of  joy  in  every  face  appears  ;  355 

The  mourning  matron  dries  her  timorous  tears  : 
Swift  on  his  car  th'  impatient  monarch  fprung ; 
The  brazen  portal  in  his  paffage  rung. 
The  mules  preceding  draw  the  loaded  wain, 
Charg'd  with  the  gifts :  Idaeus  holds  the  rein  :      400 
The  king  himfelf  his  gentle  fteeds  controls. 
And  through  furroundirrg  friends  the  chariot  rolls. 
On  his  flow  wheels  the  following  people  wait. 
Mourn  at  each  ftep,  and  give  him  up  to  Fate; 
With  hands  uplifted,  eye  him  as  he  paft,  405 

And  gaz'd  upon  him  as  they  gaz'd  their  laft. 
Now  forward  fares  the  father  on  his  way. 
Through  the  lone  fields,  and  back  to  Ilion  they. 
Great  Jove  beheld  him  as  he  croft  the  plain. 
And  felt  the  woes  of  miferable  man.  410 

Then  thus  to  Hermes  :  Thou  whofe  conflant  cares 
Still  fuccour  morLals,  and  attend  their  prayers ; 

Behold 
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Behold  an  objeft  to  thy  charge  confign'd  : 

If  ever  pity  touch'd  thee  for  mankind. 

Go,  guard  the  fire  ;  th'  obferving  foe  prevent,       41 1 

And  fafe  conduft  him  to  Achilles'  tent. 

The  God  obeys,  his  golden  pinions  binds, 
And  mounts  incumbent  on  the  wings  of  winds. 
That  high,  through  fields  of  air,  his  flight  fuftain. 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  theboundlefs  main  :  420. 
Then  grafps  the  wand  that  caufes  fleep  to  fly. 
Or  in  foft  flumbers  feals  the  wakeful  eye  ; 
Thus  arm'd,  fwift  Hermes  fl:eers  his  airy  way» 
And  ftoops  on  Hellefpont's  refounding  fea» 
A  beauteous  youth,  majeftic  and  divine,  42  r 

He  feem'd  ;  fair  offspring  of  fome  princely  line ! 
Now  twilight  veil'd  the  glaring  face  of  day. 
And  clad  the  dulky  fields  in  fober  gray  ; 
What-time  the  herald  and  the  hoary  king 
(Their  chariots  flopping  at  the  filyer  fpring,  430 

That  circling  Ilus'  ancient  marble  flows) 
Allow'd  their  mules  and  fteeds  a  fhort  repofe. 
Through  the  dim  fliade  the  herald  firft  efpies 
A  man's  approach,  and  thus  to  Priam  cries  : 
I  mark  fome  foe's  advance  :  O  king!  beware;      43 f 
This  hard  adventure  claims  thy  utmofl  care  : 
For,  much  I  fear,  deflruftion  hovers  nigh : 
Our  ftate  afks  counfel.     Is  it  befl  to  fly  ? 
Or,  old  and  helplefs,  at  his  feet  to  fall, 
(Two  wretched  fuppliants)  and  for  mercy  call  ?      440 

Th'  afflidled  monarch  fhiver'd  with  defpair  ; 
?ale  grew  his  face,  and  upright  flood  his  hair ; 
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Snnk  was  his  heart ;  his  colour  went  and  came ; 
A  fudden  trembling  fhook  his  aged  frame  : 
When  Hermes,  greeting,  touch'd  his  royal  hand,  445; 
And  gently  thus  accofts  with  kind  demand  : 

Say  whither,  father !  when  each  mortal  fight 
Is  feal'd  in  fleep,  thou  wander 'fl  through  the  night  ? 
Why  roam  thy  mules  and  fteeds  the  plains  along. 
Through  Grecian  foes,  fo  numerous  and  fo  ftrong  ? 
What  could 'ft  thou  hope,  fliould  thefe  thy  treafures  view ; 
Thefe,  who  with  endlefs  hate  thy  race  purfue  ? 
For  what  defence,  alas !  couid'ft  thou  provide; 
Thyfelf  not  young,  a  weak  old  man  thy  guide  ? 
ye;t  fuffcT  not  thy  foul  to  fink  with  dread  :  4^5' 

From  me  no  harm  fhall  touch  thy  reverend  head  ; 
From  Greece  I'll  guard  thee  too  ;  for  in  thofe  lines 
The  living  image  of  my  father  {hines. 

Thy  words,  th;;t  fpeak  benevolence  of  mind, 
Arc  true,  my  fon  !   (the  God-like  fire  rejoin'd)      460 
■Great  are  ray  hazards ;  but  the  Gods  furvey 
My  fteps,  and  fend  thee,  guardian  of  my  way. 
ilail,  and  be  bleft !  for  fcarce  of  mortal  kind 
Appear  thy  form,  thy  feature,  and  thy  mind. 

Nor  true  are  all  thy  words,  nor  erring  wide      46^ 
(The  facred  meflenger  of  Heaven  reply'd) ; 
Eut  fay,  convey'ft  thou  through  the  lonely  plains 
What  yet  moft  precious  of  thy  ftore  remains. 
To  lodge  in  fafety  wifh'fome  friendly  hand  : 
Jrepar'd,  perchance,  to  leave  thy  native  land  ?     4-70 
Or  fly'ft  thou  now  ?— What  hopes  can  Troy  retain  ; 
Thv  matchiefs  fon,  her  guard  «nd  gloiy,  -ilain  ? 

The 
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The  king,  alarm'd  :  Say  what,  and  whence  thou  art. 
Who  fearch  the  forrovvs  of  a  parent's  heart, 
And  know  fo  well  how  God-like  Hcdor  dy'd  ?     475 
Thus  Priam  fpoke  ;  and  Hermes  thus  reply 'd  : 

You  tempt  me,  father,  and  with  pity  touch  : 
On  this  fad  fubjedl  you  enquire  too  much. 
Oft  ha\e  thefe  eyes  that  God-like  Hedor  view'd 
In  glorious  fight,  with  Grecian  blood  embrued  ;    480 
I  faw  him  when,  like  Jove,  his  flames  he  toft 
On  thoufand  fliips,  and  wither'd  half  an  hoft  : 
I  faw,  but  help'd  not :  ftern  Achilles'  ire 
Forbade  aiTillance,  and  enjoy 'd  the  fire. 
For  him  I  ferve,  of  Myrmidonian  race;  4S5; 

One  fliip  convey 'd  us  from  our  native  place  ; 
Pol}  Clor  is  my  fire,  an  honour'd  name. 
Old  like  thyfelf,  and  net  unknown  to  hir^c  : 
Of  feven  his  fons,  by  whoni  the  lot  was  call 
Tofcrvc  our  prince,  it  fell  on  me,  the  lail,  ^f)o 

To  watch  this  quarter  my  adventure  falls  : 
For  with  the  morn  the  Greeks  attack  your  walls ; 
Sleeplcfs  they  fit,  impatient  to  engage. 
And  fcarce  their  rulers  check  their  martial  rage. 

If  then  thou  art  of  ftcrn  Pelidcs'  train  49^ 

(The  mournful  monarch  thus  rejoin'd  again) 
Ah,  tell  me  truly,  where,  oh !  where  are  laid 
My  fon's  dear  relicks  ?  what  befalls  him  dead  ? 
Have  dogs  difmember'd  (on  the  naked  plains) 
Or  yet  u^iiiangled  re-3  his  cold  remains  ?  500 

O  favour 'd  of  the  Skies !  (thus  anfwer'd  then 
The  Power  that  fiiediates.betwqen  Gpdi  and  men) 

Z  4  Nor 
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Nor  dogs  nor  vultures  have  thy  Hedlor  rent. 

But  whole  he  lies,  neglefted  in  the  tent : 

This  the  twelfth  evening  iince  he  refted  there,       50^ 

Untouch'd  by  worms,  untainted  by  the  air. 

Still  as  Aurora's  ruddy  beam  is  fpread. 

Round  his  friend's  tomb  Achilles  drags  the  dead  : 

Yet  undisfigur'd,  or  in  limb  or  face, 

All.frefh  he  lies,  with  every  living  grace,  510 

Majeftical  in  death  I  No  ftains  are  found 

O'er  all  the  corpfe,  and  clos'd  is  every  wound ; 

Though  many  a  wound  they  gave.  Some  heavenly  care. 

Some  hand  divine,  preferves  him  ever  fair  : 

Or  all  the  hofi:  of  heaven,  to  whom  he  led  ^  i  ^ 

A  life  fo  grateful,  flill  regard  him  dead. 

Thus  fpoke'  to  Priam  the  celeftial  guide ! 
And  joyful  thus  the  royal  fire  reply 'd : 
Bleft  is  the  man  who  pays  the  Gods  above 
The  conftant  tribute  of  refped  and  love ;  ^^20 

Thofe  who  inhabit  the  Olympian  bower 
My  fon  forgot  not,  in  exalted  power  ; 
A.nd  Heaven,  that  every  virtue  bears  in  mind, 
Ev'n  to  the  aflies  of  the  juft,  is  kind. 
!But  thou,  oh  generous  youth !  this  goblet  take,    525 
A  pledge  of  gratitude,  for  Hed;or's  fake ; 
And,  while  the  favouring  Gods  our  fteps  furvey. 
Safe  to  Pelides'  tent  conduft  my  way. 

To  whom  the  latent  God :  O  King,  forbear 
To  tempt  my  youth,  for  apt  is  youth  to  err :       5-30 
But  can  I,  abfent  from  my  prince's  fight. 
Take  gifts  in  fecret,  that  mult  fh-un  the  light  ? 
■'4-  ■  -,  What 
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Wliat  from  our  mafter's  intereft  thus  we  draw. 
Is  but  a  licens'd  theft  that  'fcapes  the  law. 
Refpefting  him,  my  foul  abjures  th'  offence  ;  ^j^ 

And,  as  the  crime,  I  dread  the  confequence. 
Thee,  far  as  Argos,  pleas'd  I  could  convey  ; 
Guard  of  thy  life,  and  partner  of  thy  v/ay  : 
On  thee  attend,  thy  fafety  to  maintain. 
O'er  pathlefs  forefts,  or  the  roaring  main,  ^^O 

He  faid,  then  took  the  chariot  at  the  bound. 
And  fnatch'd  the  reins,  and  whirl'd  the  lafli  around  ! 
Before  th'  infpiring  God,  that  urg'd  them  on. 
The  courfers  fly,  with  fpirit  not  their  own. 
And  now  they  reach'd  the  naval  walls,  and  found  ^45; 
The  guards  repafting,  while  the  bowls  go  round  : 
On  thefe  the  virtue  of  his  wand  he  tries. 
And  pours  deep  (lumber  on  their  watchful  eyes : 
Then  heav'd  the  maflfy  gates,  remov'd  the  bars. 
And  o'er  the  trenches  led  the  rolling  cars.  <^^0 

Unfeen,  through  all  the  hoftile  camp  they  went. 
And  now  approach'd  Pelides'  lofty  tent. 
Of  fir  the  roof  was  rais'd,  and  cover'd  o'er 
With  reeds  collefted  from  the  marfliy  fhore ; 
And,  fenc'd  with  palifades,  ahallofftate,  ^jj 

{The  work  of  foldiers)  where  the  hero  fate. 
Large  was  the  door,  whofe  well-compafted  ftrength 
A  folid  pine-tree  barr'd,  of  wondrous  length ; 
Scarce  three  ftrong  Greeks  could  lift  its  mighty  weight. 
But  great  Achilles  fingly  clos'd  the  gate.  560 

This  HermSs  (fuch  the  power  of  Gods!)  fetwide;    '- 
Then  fwift  alighted  the  celeftial  guide, 

-And 
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And  tTius  reveal 'd — Hear,  prince  !  and  underhand 
Thou  ow'rt  thy  guidance  to  no  mortal  hand; 
Hermes  I  am,  defcended  from  above,  565' 

The  King  of  arts,  the  Meflenger  of  Jove. 
Farewell :  to  fhun  Achilles'  fight  I  fly  : 
Uncommon  are  fuch  fa^'ours  of  the  Sky, 
Nor  ftand  confeft  to  frail  mortality. 
Now  fearlefs  enter,  and  prefer  thy  prayers  j  5^0 

Adjure  him  by  his  father's  filver  hairs, 
His  fon,  his  mother!  urge  him  to  beftow 
Whatever  pity  that  &txn  heart  can  know. 

Thus  having  faid,  he  vanifh'd  from  his  eyes, 
Aijd  in  a  mon^nt  ihot  into  the  Ikies :  ^yj 

The  king,  confirm 'd  from  heaven,  alighted  there. 
And  left  his  aged  herald  on  the  car. 
With  folemn  pace  through  various  rooms  he  went. 
And  found  Achilles   in  his  inner  teat ; 
There  fate  the  hero  ;  Alcimus  the  brave,  ^So 

And  great  Automedon,  attendance  gave : 
Thefe  ferv'd  his  perfon  at  the  royal  feaft : 
Around,  at  awful  diftance,  flood  the  reft. 

Unfeen  by  thefe,  the  king  his  entry  made  i 
And,  proftrate  now  before  Achilles  laid,  jSj 

Sudden  (a  venerable  fight)  appears  ; 
Embrac'd  his  knees,  and  bath'd  his  hands  in  te^rs^j 
Thofe  direful  hands  his  kiffcs  prefs'd,  embrued 
Ev'n  with  the  beft,  the  de3reft  of  his  .bIao4 ! 

As  when  a  wretch  (who,  confcious  of  his  crime,  590 
Purfued  for  murder,  flies  his  native  clime) 
Juft  gains  fome  frontier,  breathlefs,  jpale,  amaz'd  I 
i^ljgaze,  all  wonder;  thus  Achilles  gaa'd : 

Thus 
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Thus  (lood  th'  attendants  ftupid  with  furprlze  ; 
All  mute,  yet  feem'd  to  queftion  with  their  eyes ; 
Each  look'd  on  other,  none  the  fileiice  broke. 
Till  thus  at  laft  the  kingly  fuppliant  fpoke : 

Ah  think,  thou  favour'd  of  the  Powers  divine  ! 
Think  of  thy  father's  age,  and  pity  mine  ! 
in  me,  that  father's  reverend  image  trace,  600 

Thofe  filver  hairs,  that  venerable  face; 
His  trembling  limbs,  his  helplefs  perfon,  fee! 
In  aH  my  €qual,  but  in  mifery  ! 
Yet  now,  perhaps,  fome  turn  of  human  fate 
Expels  him  helplefs  from  his  peaceful  ftate  ;  60^ 

Think,  from  fome  powerful  foe  thou  fee'ft  him  fly. 
And  beg  proteftion  with  a  feeble  cry. 
Yet  ftill  one  comfort  in  his  foul  may  rife ; 
He  hears  his  fon  ftill  lives  to  glad  his  eyes ; 
Anld,  hearing,  ftill  may  hope  a  better  day  616 

May  fend  him  thee,  to  chace  that  foe  away. 
No  comfort  to  my  griefs,  no  hopes,  remain : 
The  beft,  the  braveft,  of  my  fons  are  flain  ! 
Vet  what  a  race  1  ere  Greece  to  Ilion  came. 
The  pledge  of  many  a  lov'd  and  loving  dame  !      615 
Nineteen  one  mother  bore — Dead,  all  are  dead  ! 
How  oft,  alas!  has  wretched  Priam  bled  ! 
Still  one  was  left,  their  lofs  to  recompem'e ; 
His  father's  hope,  his  country's  laft  defence. 
liioi  too  thy  rage  has  flain !  beneath  thy  fteel,       62O 
Unhappy,  in  his  country's  caufe  he  fell ! 

For  him,  through  hoftile  camps  I  bend  my  way. 
For  him,  fhus  proftrate  at  thy  feet  I  lay; 

2.  .  Large 
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Large  gifts  proportion'd  to  thy  wrath  I  bear ; 

O  hear  the  wretched,   and  the  Gods  revere !  625 

Think  of  t)iy  father,  and  this  face  behold  ! 
See  him  in  me,  as  helplefs  and  as  old  ! 
Though  not  fo  wretched  :  there  he  yields  to  me. 
The  firft  of  men  in  fovereign  mifery  ! 
Thus  forc'd  to  kneel,  thus  groveling  to  embrace  630 
The  fcourge  and  ruin  of  my  realm  and  race : 
Suppliant  my  childrens'  murderer  to  implore. 
And  kifs  thofe  hands  yet  reeking  with  their  gore ! 

Thefe  words  foft  pity  in  the  chief  infpire, 
Touch'd  with  the  dear  remembrance  of  his  fire.      655 
Then  with  his  hand  (as  proftrate  ftill  he  lay) 
The  old  man's  cheek  he  gently  tuni'd  away. 
Now  each  by  turns  indulg'd  the  gufh.  of  woe; 
And  now  the  mingled  tides  together  flow  : 
This  low  on  earth,  that  gently  bending  o'er,.        640 
A  father  one,  and  one  a  fon,  deplore  : 
Eut  great  Aehilks  different  paffions  rend. 
And  now  his  fire  he  mourns,  and  now  his  friend. 
Th'  infeiflious  foftnefs  through  the  heroes  ran  j 
One  univerfal  folemn  fhower  began  ;  645 

They  bore  as  heroes,  but  they  felt  as  man* 

Satiate  at  length  with  unavailing  woes. 
From  the  high  throne  divine  Achilles  rofe ; 
The  reverend  monarch  by  the  hand  he  rais'd  ; 
On  his  white  beard  and  form  majeftic  gaz'd,  6ro 

Not  unrelenting :  then  ferene  began 
With  words  to  foothe  the  miferable  man  : 

Alas !  what  weight  of  anguifh  haft  thou  known 
Unhappy  prince !  thus  guardlels  and  alone 

To 
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To  pafs  through  foes,  and  thus  undaunted  face     655 
The  man  whofe  fury  has  deftroy'd  thy  race  ! 
Heaven  fure  has  arm'd  thee  with  a  heart  of  fteel, 
A  ftrength  proportion'd  to  the  woes  you  {qcL 
Rife  then  :  let  reafon  mitigate  our  care : 
To  mourn,  avails  not :  man  is  born  to  bear.  660 

Such  is,  alas !  the  Gods'  fevere  decree : 
They,  only  they,  are  bleft,  and  only  free. 
Two  urns  by  Jove's  high  throne  have  ever  flood. 
The  fource  of  evil  one,  and  one  of  good  ; 
From  thence  the  cup  of  mortal  man  he  fills,  66c 

Blefiings  to  thefe,  to  thofe  diftributes  ills ; 
To  moft,  he  mingles  both :  the  wretch  decreed 
To  tafte  the  bad,  unmix'd,  is  curft  indeed  ; 
Purfued  by  wrongs,  by  meagre  famine  driven. 
He  wanders,  outcaft  both  of  earth  and  heaven.      670 
The  happieft,  tafte  not  happinefs  fmcere  ; 
But  find  the  cordial  draught  is  daih.'d  with  care. 
Who  more  than  Peleus  fhone  in  wealth  and  po^er! 
"What  ftars  concurring  bleft  his  natal  hour  ! 
A  realm,  a  Goddefs,  to  his  wilhes  given;  675 

Grac'd  by  the  Gods  with  all  the  gifts  of  Heaven. 
One  evil,  yet,  o'ertakes  his  lateft  day  : 
No  race  fucceeding  to  imperial  fway  ; 
An  only  fon ;  and  he  (alas!)  ordain'd 
To  fall  untimely  in  a  foreign  land.  680 

See  him,  in  Troy,  the  pious  care  decline 
Of  his  weak,  age,  to  live  the  curfe  of  thine  ! 
Thou  too,  old  man,  haft  happier  days  beheld  ; 
In  riches  once,  in  children  once,  excell'd ; 

Extend&i 
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Extended  Phrygia  own'd  thy  ample  reign,       6S^   •* 

And  all  fair  Lefbos'  blifsful  feats  contain,  > 

And  all  wide  Hellefpont's  unmeafur'd  main.  j 

But  ilnce  the  God  his  harvd  has  pleas'd  to  turn. 

And  fill  thy  meafure  from  his  bitter  urn, 

"What  fees  the  fun,  but  haplefs  heroes'  falls  ?  690 

War  and  the  blood  of  men  furround  thy  walls  ! 

What  muft  be,  miift  be.     Bear  thy  lot,  nor  fhed. 

Thefe  unav^ailing  forrows  o'er  the  dead  ;. 

Thou  canft  not  call  him  from  the  Stygian'  Ihore, 

But  thou,  alas !  may'ft  live,  to  fuffer  more !         6g^ 

To  whom  the  king;  Oh.  favour'd  of  the  Skies  ! 
Here  let  me  grow  to  earth  !  fince  Hcftor  lies 
On  the  bare  beach  dcpriv'd  of  obfequies. 
Oh,  give  me  Hedor  I  to  my  eyes  rellore 
His  corpfe,  and  take  the  gifts  :  I  afk  no  more,     ^co 
Thou,  as  thou  may'ft,  thefe  boundlefs  ftores  enjoy  ; 
Safe  may'ft  thou  fail,  and  turn  thy  wrath  from  Troy  j 
So  fhall  thy  pity  and  forbearance  give 
A  weak  old  man  to  fee  the  light  and  live  ! 

Move  me  no  more !  (Achilles  thus  replies,  ^05 

While  kindling  anger  fparkled  in  his  eyes) ; 
Nor  feek  by  tears  my  fteady  foul  to  bend  j 
To  yield  thy  Heftor,  I  myfelf  intend  : 
For  knov/,  from  Jove  my  Goddefs-mother  came 
(Old  Ocean's  daughter,  filver-footed  dame) ;         -yi® 
Nor  com'ft  thou  but  by  Heaven  :  nor  com'ft  alone. 
Some  God  impels  with  courage  not  thy  ov/n  : 
No  human  hand  the  weighty  gates  unbarr'd. 
Nor  could  the  boldeft  of  our  youth  have  dar'd 
Td'pafs  our  out-works,  or  elude  the  guard,      715 

Ceufc ; 


I 
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Ceafe  ;  left,  negledful  of  high  Jove's  command^ 
I  fhow  thee,  king !  thou  tread'fl  on  hoftik  land ; 
Releafe  my  knees,  thy  fuppliant  arts  give  o'er. 
And  fhake  the  purpofe  of  my  foul  no  more. 

The  fire  obey'd  him,  trembling  and  o'er-aw'd.  720 
Achilles,  like  a  lion,  rufli'd  abroad  j 
Automedon  and  Alcimus  attend 
(Whom  moft  he  hononr'd  fince  he  loft  his  friend) ; 
Thefe  to  unyoke  the  mules  and  horfea  went. 
And  led  the  hoary  herald  to  the  tent ;  ^725 

Next  heap'd  on  high  the  numerous  prefents  bear 
(Great  Heftor's  ranfom)  from  the  polifli'd  car. 
Two  fplendid  mantles,  and  a  carpet  fpread. 
They  leave,  to  cover  and  inwrap  the  dead. 
Then  call  the  handmaids,  with  affiftant  toil  *j^o 

To  wafh  the  body  and  anoint  with  oil. 
Apart  from  Priam  ;  left  th'  unhappy  fire, 
Provok'd  to  paffion,  once  more  rouze  to  ire 
The  ftern  Pelides  ;  and  nor  facred  age. 
Nor  Jove's  command,  (hould  check  the  rifing  rage.  75^ 
This  done,  the  garments  o'er  the  corpfe  they  fpvead  ; 
Achilles  lifts  it  to  the  funeral  bed  ; 
Then,  while  the  body  on  the  car  they  laid. 
He  groans,  and  calls  on  lov'd  Patroclus'  Ihade  : 

If,  in  that  gloom  which  never  light  muft  know,  740 
The  deeds  of  mortals  touch  the  ghofts  below  : 
O  friend  !  forgive  me,  that  I  thus  fulfill 
(Reftoring  Hedlor)  Heaven's  unqueftion'd  will. 
The  gifts  the  father  gave,  be  ever  thine. 
To  grace  thy  manes,  and  adorn  thy  Ihrine.  745 

He 
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He  fald,  and,  entering,  took  his  feat  of  ftate. 
Where  full  before  him  reverend  Priam  fate  : 
To  whom,  compos'd,  the  God-like  chief  begun— 
Lo  !  to  thy  prayer  reftor'd,  thy  breathlefs  fon  ; 
Extended  on  the  funeral  couch  he  lies  ;  n^o    -y 

And,  foon  as  morning  paints  the  eaftern  fkies,  > 

The  fight  is  granted  to  thy  longing  ej'es.  i 

But  now  the  peaceful  hours  of  facred  night 
Demand  refedion,  and  to  reft  invite : 
Nor  thou,  O  father!  thus  confum'd  with  woe,      75^ 
The  common  cares  that  nourifh  life  forego. 
Not  thus  did  Niobe,  of  form  divine, 
A  parent  once,  whofe  forrows  equal'd  thine  : 
Six  youthful  fons,  as  many  blooming  maids. 
In  one  fad  day  beheld  the  Stygian  Ihades ;  760 

Thefe  by  Apollo's  filver  bow  were  flain, 
Thofe,  Cynthia's  arrows  ftretch'd  upon  the  plain  : 
So  was  her  pride  chaftis'd  by  wrath  divine. 
Who  match'd  her  own  with  bright  Latona's  line  ; 
But  two  the  Goddefs,  twelve  the  queen  enjoy'd  :  -76^ 
Thofe  bcafted  twelve  th'  avenging  two  deftroy'd. 
Steep'd  in  their  blood,  and  in  the  duil  outfpread. 
Nine  days,  neglefted,  lay  expos'd  the  dead  • 
None  by  to  weep  them,  to  inhume  them  none 
(For  Jove  had  turn'd  the  nation  all  to  ftone)  :         7^0 
The  Gods  themfelves  at  length,  relenting,  gave 
Th'  unhappy  race  the  honours  of  a  grave. 
Herfelf  a  rock  (for  fuch  was  Heaven's  high  will) 
Through  deferts  wild  now  pours  a  weeping  rill ; 
Where  round  the  bed  whence  Achelolis  fprings,      77  y 
The  watery  Fairies  dance  in  mazy  rings. 

There 
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TRere  high  on  Sipylus's  fhaggy  brow  1 

Slie  ftands,  her  own  fad  monument  of  woe ;  > 

The  rock  for  ever  lafts>.  the  tears  for  ever  flow.^         3 

Such  griefs,  O  king!,  have  other  parents  known ; 
Remember  theirs,  and  mitigate  thy  own. 
The  care  of  Heaven  thy  Hedor  has  appear'd,. 
Nor  fhall  he  lie  unwept  and  uninterr'd  ; 
Soon  may  thy  aged  cheeks  in  tears  be  drown 'd,. 
And  all  the  eyes  of  Ilion  ftream  around.  'j:S^, 

He  faid,  and,  rifing,  chofe  the  victim  ewe- 
With  filver  fleece,  which  his  attendants  flew.. 
The  limbs  they  feVer  from  the  reeking  hide,. 
Wi?h  Ikill  prepare  them,  and  in  parts  divide  t 
Each  on  the  coals  the  feparate  morfels  lays,  750 

And,  hafty,,  fnatches  from  the  rifing  blaze. 
With  bread  the  glittering  canifters  they  load. 
Which  round  the  board  Automedon  beilow'd  : 
Th{?  chief  himfelf  to  each  his  portion  plac'd^ 
And  each  indulging  fhar'd  in  fweet  repaih  705; 

When  now  the  rage  of  hunger  was  repreil,. 
The  wondering  hero  eyes  his  royal  gueft  t 
No  lefs  the  royal  gueft  tlie  hero  eyes. 
His  god-like  afpett  and  majeftic  fize  - 
Here  youthful  grace  and  noble  fire  engage  ;  Sco- 

And  there,  the  mild  benevolence  of  aoe. 

o 

Thus  gazing  long,  the  filence  neither  broke, 
(A  folemn  fcene  !)  at  length  the  father  fpoke  : 

Permit  me  now,  belov'd  of  Jove  !  to  fteep 
My  careful  temples  in  the  dew  of  lleep  :  80** 

For,  fince  the  day  that  number'd  with  the  dead. 
My  haplefs  fon,  the  dull  has  been  ray  bed  ^ 

Vol.  XLIX,  A  a  SoS 
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Soft  fleep  a  ftranger  to  my  weeping  eyes  ; 

My  only  food  my  forrows  and  my  fighs ! 

Till  now,  encourag'd  by  the  grace  you  give,  8io 

I  fhare  thy  banquet,  and  confent  to  live. 

With  that,  Achilles  bade  prepare  the  bed. 
With  purple  foft,  and  fhag^gy  carpets  fpread  ; 
Forth,  by  the  flaming  lights,  they  bend  their  way. 
And  place  the  couches,  and  the  coverings  lay.       8 1  ^ 
Then  he :  Now,  father,  fleep,  but  fleep  not  here  ; 
Confult  thy  fafety,  and  forgive  my  fear; 
Left  any  Argive  (at  this  hour  awake. 
To  alk  our  counfel,  or  our  orders  lake) 
Approaching  fudden  to  our  open'd  tent,  S20 

Perchance  behold  thee,  and  our  grace  prevent. 
Should  fuch  report  thy  honour'd  perfon  here. 
The  king  of  meo  the  ranfom  might  defer; 
But  fay  with  fpeed,  if  aught  of  thy  defire 
Remains  unafk'd  ;  what  time  the  rites  require        82^ 
To  inter  thy  Heftor  ?  For,  fo  long  we  ftay 
Our  flaughtering  arm,  and  bid  the  hofts  obey. 

If  then  thy  will  permit  (the  monarch  faid) 
To  finifli  all  due  honours  to  the  dead. 
This,  of  thy  grace  accord :  to  thee  are  known       830 
The  fears  of  Ilion  clos'd  within  her  town  ; 
And  at  what  diftance  from  our  walls  afpire 
The  hills  of  Ide,  and  forefts  for  the  fire. 
ISline  days  to  vent  our  forrows  I  requeft. 
The  tenth  ftiall  fee  the  funeral  and  the  feaft  ;  Sjj^ 

The  next,  to  raife  his  monument  be  given  ; 
The  twelfth  we  war,  if  war  be  doom'd  by  Heaven ! 
0  This 
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This  thy  requeft  (reply'd  the  chief)  enjoy ; 
Till  then,  our  arms  fufpend  the  fall  of  Troy. 

Then  gave  his  hand  at  parting,  to  prevent  84a 

The  old  man's  fears,  and  turn'd  within  the  tent ; 
Where  fair  Brifeis,  bright  in  blooming  charms, 
Expedts  her  h^ro  with  defiring  arms. 
But  in  the  porch,  the  king  and  herald  reft ; 
Sad  dreams  of  care  yet  wandering  in  their  breaft.  845 
Now  Gods  and  men  the  gifts  of  fleep  partake  ; 
Induftrious  Hermes  only  was  awake,. 
The  king's  return  revolving  in  his  mind. 
To  pafs  the  ramparts,  and  the  watch  to  blind. 
The  Power  defcending  hover'd  o'er  his  head  :         8^0 
And  fleep'ft  thou,  father  !  (thus  the  vifion  faidj 
Now  doft  thou  flecp,  when  Heftor  is  reftor'd  ? 
Nor  fear  the  Grecian  foes,  or  Grecian  lord  ? 
Thy  prefence  here  fhould  ftern  Atrides  fee. 
Thy  iHU-furviving  fons  may  fue  for  thee,  g>^ 

May  offer  all  thy  treafures  yet  contain. 
To  fpare  thy  age  ;  and  offer  all  in  vain. 

Wak'd  with  the  word,  the  trembling  fire  arofe. 
And  rais'd  his  friend  :  the  God  before  him  goes ; 
He  joins  the  mules,  direfts  them  with  his  hand,    860 
And  moves  in  lllence  through  the  hoftile  land. 
When  now  to  Xanthus'  yellow  ftream  they  drove 
(Xanthus,  immortal  progeny  of  Jove) 
The  winged  Deity  forfook  their  view. 
And  in  a  moment  to  Olympus  flew.  g6c 

Now  fhed  Aurora  round  her  faffron  ray. 
Sprung  through  the  gate,  of  light,  and  gave  the  day  : 
A  a  2  Charg'd 


556  P'OTES    H  O  M  E  R, 

Charged  with  their  mournful  load,  to  Ilion  go 

The  fage  and  king,  majelUcally  flow. 

•(^aiTandrafcft  beholds,  from  Ilion's  fpire,  87O 

The  fad  procefTion  of  her  hoary  fire  ; 

Then,  as  the  penfive  pomp  advanc'd  more  near 

(Her  breathlefs  brother  ftretch'd  upon  the  bier) 

A  fhower  of  tears  o'erflows  her  beauteous  eyes. 

Alarming  thus- all  Ilion  with  her  cries :  S75 

Turn  here  your  fteps,  and  here  your  eyes  employ. 
Ye  wretched  daughters,  and  ye  fons,  of  Troy! 
If  e'er  j'e  rufh'd  in  crouds,  with  vaft  delight. 
To  hail  your  hero  glorious  from  the  fight ; 
Kow  meet  him  dead,  and  let  your  forrows  flow !    880 
Your  common  triumph,  and  your  common  woe. 

In  throiiging  crouds  they  iffue  to  the  plains  ; 
Is^orman,  nor  woman,  in  the  walls  remains : 
In  every  face  the  felf-fame  grief  is  fhown; 
And  Troy  fends  forth  one  univerfal  groan.  S8^ 

At"  Scaean's  gates  they  meet  the  mourning  wain. 
Hang  on  the  wheels,  and  grovel  round  the  ilain. 
The  wife  and  mother,  frantic  with  defpair, 
Kifs  his  pale  cheek,  and  rend  their  fcatter'd  hair  : 
Thus  wildly  wailing  at  the  gates  they  lay  ;  S90 

And  there  had  figh'd  and  forrow'd  out  the  day  ; 
But  god-like  Priam  from  the  chariot  rofe ; 
Forbear  (he  cry'd)  this  violence  of  woes, 
Firft  to  the  palace  let  the  car  proceed, 
'Jlien  pour  your  boundlefs  forrows  o'er  the  dead.     89.5 

The  waves  of  people  at  his  word  divide. 
Slow  rolls  the  cliariot  through  the  following  tide  ; 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  to  the  palace  the  fad  pomp  they  wait ; 

They  vvcep,  and  place  him  on  the  bed  of  Itate. 

jft.  melancholy  choir  attend  around,  goQ^ 

With  plaintive  fighs,  and  mufick's  folemn  found  : 

Alternately  they  fing,  alternate  flow 

Th'  obedient  tears,  melodious  in  their  voe. 

"While  deeper  forrows  groan  from  each  full  heart. 

And  nature  fpeaks  at  every  paufe  of  art.  905 

Firft  to  the  corpfe  the  weeping  confort  flew  : 

Around  his  neck  her  milk-white  arms  fhe  threw. 

And,  oh,  my  Heftor!  oh,  ray  lord !  flie  cries, 

Snatch'd  in  thy  bloom  from  thefe  defiring  eyes! 

Thou  to  the  difmal  realms  for  ever  gone!  gio 

And  I  abandon'd,  defolate,  alone ! 

.An  only  fon,  once  comfort  of  our  pains. 

Sad  produfl  now  of  haplefs  love,  remains;! 

Never  to  manly  age  that  fon  fliall  rife. 

Or  with  increaiing  graces  glad  my  eyes,;  gi  r 

For  llion  now  (her  great  defender  flain) 

Shall  fink  a  fmoking  ruin  on  the  plain. 

Who  now  protects  her  wives  with  guardian  care  ? 

Who  faves  her  infants  from  the  rage  of  war  ? 

Now  hoftile  fleets  muft  waft  thofe  infants  o'er       929 

{Thofe  wives  muft  wait  them)  to  a  foreign  (hore ! 
T'hou  too,  my  fon !  to  barbarous  climes  fhalt  go. 

The  fad  companions  of  thy  mother's  woe : 
'Driven  hence  a  ilave  before  the  vigor's  fword  ; 
C)ondemn'd  to  toil  for  fome  inhuman  lord  :  925 

-Or  elfe  fome  Greek,  vvhofe  father  preft  the  plains 
-Or.  fon,  or  brother,  by  great  Hedor  flain.^ 

In 
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]n  Heftor's  blood  his  vengeance  fhall  enjoy. 

And  hurl  thee  headlong  from  the  towers  of  Troy. 

For  .thy  ftern  father  never  fpar'd  a  foe :  q-'q 

Thence  all  thefe  tears,  and  all  this  fcene  of  woe! 

Thence  many  evils  his  fad  parents  bore. 

His  parents  many,  but  his  confoit  more. 

Why  gav'ft  thou  not  to  me  thy  dying  hand  ? 

And  why  receiv'd  not  I  thy  laft  command  ?  93  j 

Some  word  thou  would'ft  have  fpoke,  which,  fadly  dear. 

My  foul  might  keep,  or  utter  with  a  tear  ; 

Which  never,  never  could  be  loft  in  air, 

Fix'd  in  my  heart,  and  oft  repeated  there ! 

Thus  to  her  weeping  maids  fhe  makes  her  moan  :  04.0 
Her  weeping  handmaids  echo  groan  for  groan. 

The  mournful  'mother  next  fuftains  her  part : 
Oh  thou,  the  beft,  the  deareft  to  my  heart ! 
Of  all  my  race  thou  raoft  by  Heaven  approv'd. 
And  by  th'  Immortals  ev'n  in  death  belov'd  !         94^ 
While  all  my  other  fons  in  barbarous  bands 
Achilles  bound,*  and  fold  to  foreign  lands. 
This  felt  no  chains,  but  went  a  glorious  ghoft. 
Free  and  a  hero,  to  the  Stygian  coaft. 
Sentenc'd,  'tis  true,  by  his  inhuman  doom,  ^^o 

Thy  noble  corpfe  was  draggd  around  the  tomb 
(The  tomb  of  him  thy  warlike  arm  had  flain]^ 
Ungenerous  infult,  impotent  and  vain  ! 
Yet  glow'ft  thou  frefli  with  every  living  grace:; 
No  mark  of  pain,  or  violence  of  face  j  955 

Rofy  and  fair,  as  Phoebus'  filver  bow 
Difmifs'd  thee  gently  to  the  Ihadesbelow ! 

Thus 
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Thu^  fpoke  the  dame,  and  melted  into  tears. 

Sad  Helen  next,  in  pomp  of  grief,  appears: 

Fail  from  the  (hining  fluices  of  her  eyes  960 

Fall  the  round  cryftal  drops,  while  thus  fhe  cries  : 
Ah,  deareft  friend  I  in  whom  the  Gods  had  join'd 

The  mildell  manners  with  the  braveft  mind  ; 

Now  twice  ten  years  (unhappy  years!)  are  o'er 

Since  Paris  brought  me  to  the  Trojan  fhore ;  965: 

(O  had  I  perifh'd  ere  that  form  divine 

Seduc'd  this  foft,  this  eafy  heart  of  mine!) 

Yet  was  it  ne'er  my  fate,  from  thee  to  find 

A  deed  ungentle,  or  a  word  unkind  : 

When  others  curft  the  authorefs  of  their  woe,  g-jo 

Thy  pity  check'd  my  forrows  in  their  flow  : 

If  fome  proud  brother  ey'd  me  with  difdain. 

Or  fcornful  filler  with  her  fweeping  train  ; 

Thy  gentle  accents  foften'd  all  my  pain. 

For  thee  I  mourn  ;  and  mourn  myfelf  in  thee,       07  c 

The  wretched  fource  of  all  this  mifery  I 

The  fate  I  caus'd,  for  ever  I  bemoan  ; 

Sad  Helen  has  no  friend,  now  thou  art  gone  ! 

Through  Troy's  wide  ftreets  abandon'd  Ihall  I  roam  ! 

In  Troy  deferted,  as  abhorr'd  at  home!  080 

So  fpoke  the  fair,  with  forrow-llreaming  eye  : 

Diftrefsful  beauty  ipelts  each  ftander-by  ; 

On  all  around  th'  infectious  forrow  grows ; 

But  Priam  check'd  the  torrent  as  it  rofe  : — 

Perform,  ye  Trojans  !  what  the  rites  require,         085 

And  fell  the  forefts  for  a  funeral  pyre  ; 

Twelve  days,  nor  foes  nor  fecret  ambufh  dread ; 

Achilles  grants  thefe  honours  to  the  dead, 

a  He 
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He  fpoke;  and,  at  his  word,  the  Trojan  trairt 
Their  mules  and  oxen  harnefs  to  the  wain,  990 

Pour  through  the  gates,  and,  fell'd  from  Ida's  crown,. 
Roll  back  the  gather'd  forefts  to  the  town, 
Thefe  toils  continue  nine  fucceeding  days. 
And  high  in  air  a  fylvan  ftrufture  raife  ; 
But  when  the  tenth  fair  mom  began  to  fhine,         995:, 
Forth  to  the  pile  was  borne  the  man  di\'ine. 
And  plac'd  aloft :  while  all,  with  ftreaming  eyes. 
Beheld  the  fi-ames  and  rolling  fmokes  arife. 
Soon  as  Aurora,  daughter  of  the  dawn. 
With  rofy  luftre  ftreak'd  the  dewy  lawn.  looa'' 

Again  the  inournfai  crouds  furround  the  pyre. 
And  quench  with  wine  the  yet-remaining  fire. 
The  fnowy  bones  his  friends  and  brothers- place 
(With  tears  collefted)  in  a  golden,  vafe  ;. 
The  golden  vafe  in  purple  palls  they  roll'd,  pooj 

Of  fofteft  texture,  and  inwrought  with  gold. 
Laft  o'er  the  urn  the  facred  earth  they  fpreatl. 
And  rais'^d  the  tomb,  memorial  of  the  dead 
(Strong  guards  and  fpies,  till  all  the  rites  wene  done,, 
Watch'd  from  the  riling  to  the  fetting  fun).  I'Oio- 

All  Troy  then  moves  to  Priam's  court  again, 
A  folemn,  filent,  melancholy  train  : 
Affembled  there,  from,  pious  toil  they  reft-. 
And  fadly  fhar'd  the  laft  fepukhral  feaft. 
Such  honours  llion  to  her  hero  paid,  lOJfC 

Awid  peaceful  llept  the  mighty  Hcftor's  fhade* 
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CONCLUSION    OF    THE    NOTES. 

E  have  now  pafled  through  the  Iliad,  and  feen 
the  anger  of  Achilles,  and  the  terrible  efTefts 
of  it,  at  an  end  :  as  that  only  was  the  fubjeft  of  the 
poem,  and  the  nature  of  epic  poetry  would  not  per- 
mit our  author  to  proceed  to  the  event  of  the  war,  it 
may,  perhaps,  be  acceptable  to  the  common  reader, 
to  give  a  fhort  account  of  what  happened  to  Troy  and 
the  chief  aftors  in  this  poem,  after  the  conclufion 
of  it. 

I  need  not  mention  that  Troy  was  taken  foon  after 
the  death  of  Heftor,  by  the  ftratagem  of  the  wooden 
horfe,  the  particulars  of  which  are  defcribed  by  Virgil 
in  the  fecond  book  of  the  ^Eneis. 

Achilles  fell  before  Troy,  by  the  hand  of  Paris,  by 
the  Ihot  of  an  arrow  in  his  heel,  as  Heftor  had  pro- 
phefied  at  his  death.  Book  xxii. 

The  unfortunate  Priam  was  killed  by  Pyrrhus  the 
fon  of  Achilles. 

Ajax,  after  the  death  of  Achilles,  had  a  conteft 
with  Ulyfles  for  the  armour  of  Vulcan ;  but,  being  de- 
feated in  his  aim,  he  flew  himfelf  through  indignation. 

Helen,  after  the  death  of  Paris,  married  Deiphobus 
his  brother;  and,  at  the  taking  of  Troy,  betrayed  him, 
in  order  to  reconcile  herfelf  to  Menelaiis,  her  firft 
hufband,  who  received  her  again  into  favour. 

Agamemnon,  at  his  return,  was  barbaroufly  mur- 
dered by  iEgyftus,  at  the  inftigation  of  Clytemneftra, 
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his  wife,  who,  in  his  abfence,  had  diftionoured  his 
bed  with  ^gyftus. 

Diomed,  after  the  fall  of  Troy,  was  expelled  his  own 
country,  and  fcarce  efcaped  with  life  from  his  adulte- 
rous wife  ^5!giale ;  but  at  laft  was  received  by  Daunus 
in  Apulia,  and  (hared  his  kingdom ;  it  is  uncertain 
how  he  died. 

Neftor  lived  in  peace,  with  his  children,  in  Pylos 
his  native  country. 

Ulyfles  alfo,  after  innumerable  troubles  by  fea  and 
land,  at  lait  returned  in  fafety  to  Ithaca,  which  is  tlie 
fubjedt  of  Homer's  OdyfTeys. 

I  muft  end  thefe  remarks  by  difcharging  my  duty  to 
two  of  my  friends,  which  is  the  more  an  indifpenfable 
piece  of  juftice,  as  the  one  of  them  is  fince  dead  :  the 
merit  of  their  kindnefs  to  me  will  appear  infinitely  the 
greater,  as  the  tafk  they  undertook  was,  in  its  own 
nature,  of  much  more  labour,  than  either  pleafure  or 
reputation.  The  larger  part  of  the  extracts  from 
Euftathius,  together  with  feveral  excellent  obfervations, 
were  fent  me  by  Mr.  Broome :  and  the  whole  eflay. 
upon  Homer  was  written,  upon  fuch  memoirs  as  I 
had  collected,  by  the  late  Dr.  Parnell,  archdeacon  of 
Clogher  in  Ireland  :  how  very  much  that  gentleman's 
friendfhip  prevailed  over  his  genius,  in  detaining  a 
yvriter  of  his  fpirit  in  the  drudgery  of  removing  the 
rubbifii  of  paft  pedants,  will  fcon  appear  to  the  world, 
when  they  fhall  fee  thofe  beautiful  pieces  of  poetry, 
the  publication  of  which  he  left  to  my  charge,  almoft 
with  his  dying  breath, 

2  ..  For 
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For  what  remains,  I  beg  to  be  excufed  from  the 
ceremonies  of  taking  leave  at  the  end  of  my  work; 
and  from  embarrafling  myfelf,  or  others,  with  any 
defences  or  apologies  about  it.  But,  inftead  of  en- 
deavouring to  raife  a  vain  monument  to  myfelf,  of 
the  merits  or  difficulties  of  it,  (which  muft  be  left  to 
the  world,  to  truth,  and  to  pofterity)  let  me  leave 
behind  me  a  memorial  of  my  friendihip,  with  one  of 
the  mofl  valuable  men,  as  well  as  fineft  writers,  of  my 
age  and  country  :  one  who  has  tried,  and  knows  by 
his  own  experience,  how  hard  an  undertaking  it  is  to 
do  juftice  to  Homer :  and  one,  who  (I  am  fure)  fin- 
cerely  rejoices  with  me  at  the  period  of  my  labours. 
To  him  therefore,  having  brought  this  long  work  to 
a  conclufion,  I  delire  to  dedicate  it  ;  and  to  have  the 
honour  and  fatisfaftion  of  placing  together,  in  thig 
jnanner,  the  names  of  Mr.  CONGKEVE,  and  of 

March  2^;^  A.  POPE. 
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